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Johnny Rutherford 
makes his living 
by driving over 
200 miles an hour 
in a Chaparral that costs 
a quarter of a million dol- 
lars. He’S Won more races 


JOHNNY 


than you can shake a 
checkered flag at, in- 
cluding three firsts in the 
Indy a 

t of all the 


ae SeAeene 
cars there are in 
@ this world, the sports 


OLKSWAGEN OF AMERICA 


car he chose was the Volkswagen 
Scirocco. How come, J.R.? 

“Because the Scirocco’ overhead 
cam engine and front-wheel drive, 
along with excellent aerodynamics 
give it speed, performance, and be- 


lieve it or not... terrific fuel economy.’ 


(EPA estimated [25]mpg, 40 mpg high- 


way estimate. Use “estimated mpg” 


for comparison. Mpg varies with speed, 
trip length, weather. Actual highway 
mpg will probably be less.) 


“Whoever engineered this car did 
one heck of a job putting the power, 
handling, steering, comfort and brak- 
ing all in just the right balance. 

“Sure there are more powerful sports 
cars around but who needs them on 
the highway or in downtown Indian- 
apolis. My Scirocco is plenty of car for 
me. All in all, its a winner. And that's 
important. 

“Because nobody ever remembers 
who finished second’ 

J.R., we couldn't have said it better 
ourselves. 


VOLKSWAGEN 


DOES IT 
AGAIN 


Smoot-Ga 


JEFF STEIN STEPHEN PETERS 


HOUSECALL 


The careers of Konrad Boekamp, Edouard Hayoun, and Joseph 
Sugarman should be proof of the continuing validity of the Ameri- 
can Dream. Each man started with very little money, but each had 
anew idea—Boekamp invented a more efficient portable heating 
system: Hayoun, a cosmetologist, came up with a startlingly suc- 
cessful treatment for acne; Sugarman revolutionized mail-order 
businesses with daring and innovative notions. In a relatively short 
time their enterprises were thriving, and their customers were 
overwhelmingly satisfied. But then, reports journalist Peter Meyer, 
the American Dream became an American Nightmare: “The price 
of success was a visit by the storm troopers of the Federal Trade 
Commission.” In “Police State Tactics” (page 52), Meyer docu- 
ments the continuing abuse of power by this relatively small group 
of people who can, as one official said, “get into anything.’ 

The guiding philosophy of the FTC, a staff attorney told Meyer 
is that “all businessmen are out to rip off the consumer.” Under this 
credo the FTC’s legal vandals roam the country, “regulating ev- 
erything from badminton sets to ball bearings.” The FTC is sup- 
posed to be responsible for preventing fraud and deception, but 
in its unrestrained arrogance it has fatally damaged many legiti- 
mate businesses and the men and women who founded them 
and has actually attempted to tell people what their children 
should be allowed to watch on television. It is “legislature, police 
force, and court all in one," writes Meyer, whose reporting has ap- 
peared in such magazines as Harper's and New York. "A govern- 
ment within a government, but one over which the citizen has no 
control; not a single one of the FTC's policemen, judges, and leg- 
islators was elected.” The attempted destruction of Boekamp, 
Sugarman, and Hayoun, among countless others, is proof that 
something has gone terribly wrong in Washington, David Stock- 
man, President Reagan's new director of the Office of Manage- 
ment and Budget, addressed this problem when he called the 
FTC “a passel of ideologues” who have “created this whole fa- 
cade of consumer protection in order to seize power in Our soci- 
ety.” It is obviously in the interests of both consumers and busi- 
nessmen that the FTC be reformed, quickly, and made to 
concentrate on the real rip-off artists. who now escape by de- 
claring bankruptcy, and that it be made to abandon its crusade 
against the kind of free-enterprise entrepreneurs that have made 
America great. : 

While some of President Reagan's new officials and policies 
promise hope of needed change, others simply seem to follow 
old and often discredited traditions. In the third installment of his 
investigative profiles of “The President's Men” (page 78), Jeff 
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LARRY LINDERMAN 


Stein examines the career of our new attorney general, William 
French Smith, and discovers that Reagan has followed in the 
rather blemished footsteps of Warren Harding. John Kennedy, 
Richard Nixon, and Jimmy Carter by appointing to this most im- 
portant position a man whose only qualifications seem to be his 
close personal and business ties to the president. “Because of his 
tremendous power, the man chosen as attorney general should 
obviously be beyond any conflict-of-interest temptations,” Stein 
writes. “He should be an individual with the stature to be a Su- 
preme Court justice. Smith is merely a powerful corporate attor- 
ney and aclose friend and lawyer of President Reagan who even 
today is known for only one fact: he made Reagan rich.” One can 
only hope, as a California Superior Court judge said, that this very 
strong and very secretive lawyer “knows there's a Constitution out 
there somewhere.” 

Our interview this month contains most of contributing editor 
Larry Linderman’s exclusive conversation with heavyweight box- 
ing champion Larry Holmes (page 128). Holmes may or may not 
be a great fighter, but he is a surprisingly articulate and intelligent 
man who is already looking beyond his tremendous success in 
the ring. “The big thing is,” he told Linderman, “| just don’t need 
more money...| dont want to be Howard Hughes. | want to be a hu- 
man being, and | want to live like a human being. , 

Harris, the protagonist of “The Park Is Mine,” this month's fic- 
tion, also wanted to be a human being—but that was a long time 
ago, before he spent years fighting in the hell of the Vietnam War. 
Now, in a brutal excerpt from Stephen Peters's first novel, which 
will soon be published by Doubleday, Harris has somehow be- 
come convinced that New York City has been taken over by the 
Viet Cong. As the first step in his “mission” to defeat them, Harris 
stockpiles an arsenal of deadly weapons and takes over Central 
Park in a terrifying search-and-destroy operation. The Park Is 
Mine is certain to be one of this summer's big bestsellers, and you 
won't want to miss our exclusive preview (page 122). 

Other special summer reading this month includes: “Ride the 
Wind,” a spectacular photographic essay by Pete Turner and 
Gene O'Rourke (page 134), documenting the new and increas- 
ingly popular sport of windsurfing: “Black and Blue Lagoon” 
(page 72), Robert S. Weider's imaginatively outrageous science- 
fiction satire of the popular Brooke Shields movie; “Ten Lies about 
El Salvador” (page104), ‘journalist Tom: Gervasi's devastating 
analysis of our government's deepening involvement in that dan- 
gerous and unstable Latin American country; and “Hyper Sex" 
(page 151), a hilarious “exposé,” by Catherine Hiller, of a myste- 
rious nationwide sexual epidemic. ‘And, of course, you'll find our 
special ensemble of summer beauty to be perfect company for 
those warm and wonderful days at the beach and those unforget- 
table August nights under the stars. Ot 


John Muth 


TMPOINE LD CAUALIAN WHIGEL. & BLEND BO PROOF DALVERT OST LO NOL 


Ride’em, Calvert. A Canadian that stays 

on top, thanks to the efforts of four 

great distilleries from Manitoba to Quebec, 
who just won't settle for second best. 


Lord Calvert: Lord of the Canadians. 
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Revenge is sweet 

| can't decide whether or not this story is 
“kinky” or just a turn-on to think about. All 
| know is that | never fail to get a hard-on 
when | replay the events in my mind. Every 
time | see The Graduate on television, it 
has a new meaning for me. | will change 
the names of all involved. 

A couple of years ago, when | was 
working for a consulting firm in Quebec, 
| went to a party given by one of the em- 
ployees. He was a fairly popular guy in the 
company, quite successful, in his mid-for- 
ties. | was in my late twenties at the time 
and had been with the company for about 
four years. The guy who gave the party 
was named Ben. He lived in a large home 
with his very attractive wife, Marge, and 
their stunning daughter, Sue. Ben being 
about 20 years my senior and all, we nev- 
er really had a lot to talk about but got 


.| along all right in the office. 


At the party, Sue and | hit it off imme- 
diately. She was wearing a slinky black 
dress that left little doubt that she had in- 
herited the lovely tits her mother was 
blessed with. We talked for a couple of 
hours while most of the guests (including 
us) got slightly bombed. Occasionally she 
would run her long fingernails along my 
arm to stress some point she was making. 
This was really starting to turn me on, and 
with the booze in my system, | couldn’t 
help leaning into her a bit as we stood by 
the wall in the hallway. She was staring 
into my eyes with a look that 18-year-olds 
rarely give. During the time that Sue and 
| were warming up to each other, Ben and 
Marge would occasionally saunter over to 
see how we were doing. Both obviously 
did not approve of what was happening 
but seemed to care less as the evening 
and the alcohol wore on. 

About midnight Sue suggested we 
“blow this pop stand”’ and catch the last 
set of a group that was playing in a nearby 
club. | was dying to get out of the party 
and dying to see what was going to hap- 
pen with this little fox, so | quickly agreed. 
We slipped out with no one noticing and 
got into my car. Before | could even get 
the key into the ignition, she leaned over 
and pulled my head over to hers and 
plunged her soft, hot tongue into my 
mouth. As she slid her long legs along the 
car seat, her dress rode up to about mid- 
way on her perfect thighs. | had a raging 
hard-on. 

As | gazed lustily into her blue eyes, she 
wiped a wisp of her beautiful long blonde 
hair away from her face and said, ‘‘Listen, 
| don't really want to go the bar, so why 
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don't we just go back to your place?”’ | 
was, of course, quick to agree, and soon 
we were standing inside my apartment 
doorway, plastered to each other in a 
deep kiss. “‘Wait a second,” | said. “‘Are 
you really eighteen?’’ ‘‘Uh-huh,”’ she 
cooed and slowly ran her hand insistently 
up my leg till she clutched my throbbing 
cock. ‘‘But!’ve been fucking college boys, 
and now | want a real man’s prick!” | 
couldn't believe her confidence. My 
hands ran up along her exquisite thighs, 
lifting that sexy black material of her dress 
to a bunch by her waist. | thrust my tongue 
down her throat, and my right hand ca- 
ressed the downy skin of her tummy and 
slid under the waistband of her panty 
hose. 

When my fingers first touched the top 
of her hair, she moaned. Her legs buckled 
slightly, and she spread her legs a bit to 
accommodate my eager fingers. ‘‘My 
pussy is getting very hot for you, baby!” 
she hissed. ‘‘! want you to stick those fin- 
gers up my pussy, lover! Go ahead, fin- 
ger-fuck my cunt! Rub it for me!” | 
absolutely love it when a girl likes to talk 
dirty, and | go nuts when a girl talks dirty 
and strokes my cock. | was going nuts! 

Soon she had my prick freed from its 
cage and was expertly jerking me off. | 
couldn't stand much more of this and 
picked her up and carried her to my bed- 
room. In a frenzy we stripped each other, 
grabbing and sucking along the way. Sud- 
denly she was down on my joint, sucking 
it hard. We fell onto the bed, and | pulled 
her over me so | could eat that luscious 
cunt while she blew my prick. ‘'| love your 
cock! | love sucking your cock! Ooooohh, 
eat me, baby! Eat me! Stick your tongue 
up my aaaaghhh yes 
mmmyyyy pussy!"’ she whimpered. 

| was about to fill her throat with my hot 
come but decided instead to let my cock 
nave a taste of this cunt | was licking, so 
| rolled her over, pulled her legs toward 
me, grasped under the knees, and let my 
glistening cock loom before her moist 
heaven. ‘Do it, baby! Do it! Shove that 
big, fat cock in me! Fuck me! Fuck me!’ 
she gasped as | thrust my hot prick to the 
depths of her twat. Her beautiful long legs 
hooked around the back of my neck:as | 
fucked the shit out of her. She begged for 
more and fucked me back as well as any 
chick I'd ever known. As | came (the first 
of the four times | would come that night), 
she squealed and squirmed her cute little 
ass on the bed, the perspiration glistening 
on her perfect young breasts. 

We fucked through the night till | noticed 
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it was almost 5:00 A.M. She didn’t seem 
too worried about it but said that | had bet- 
ter drive her home. As | pulled up to her 
house, it was clear the party was long 
since over. All the lights were out as she 
tiptoed through the front door. | listened 
before driving off, and much to my dismay 
| could hear her mother yelling at her. | felt 
bad that | had not taken her home earlier. 

When | got home, | couldn't help fisting 
my cock when | got into bed and replaying 
in my mind the most glorious fuck I'd ever 
had. | awoke to a loud knocking at my 
door. Glancing at the clock, | saw it was 
just after noon. | grabbed my dressing 
gown and hustled to the door, where the 
knocking had become more insistent. | 
had a funny feeling that Ben was on the 
other side and tried to prepare myself for 
what was certainly to be a most unpleas- 
ant scene. 

Upon opening the door, | was slightly 
relieved to see Sue’s mother, Marge. My 
relief was almost instantly gone when it 
became painfully clear that she was very 
pissed off. She burst through the door, 
pushing me aside and ripping off her coat. 
| closed the door behind me and tried to 
gather together enough composure to 
face this tempest before me. 

She glared at me, and | stared back 
dumbly. Several moments passed where 
neither of us said a word. Despite my dis- 
comfort, | couldn't help noticing she was 
beautifully dressed, as always. She had 


on a thin silk blouse that was rising and 
falling with her enraged heavy breathing. 
As it did so, her pendulous breasts quiv- 
ered with each breath. The nipples were 
clearly outlined in the sheer material, re- 
vealing that she was definitely not wearing 
a bra. She had left the blouse unbuttoned, 
showing off the pretty cleavage between 
her two globes. She also wore a tan-col- 
ored wraparound skirt cut to just above 
her knees. On her feet were sexy Italian 
high heels that accentuated her well- 
rounded calves. Marge was younger than 
Ben by several years. | had often won- 
dered about that, surmising that they had 
married when she was quite young, and 
she'd had Sue, their only child, right away. 

“So what kind of an antmal are you?”’ 
she said. ‘How could you possibly drag 
off my only daughter and do... do... 
God knows what you did!’’ As she spoke, 
she clenched her fists by her sides. Her 
fantastic tits shook with each word. De- 
spite the gravity of the situation | could not 
help getting a little turned on watching. 
She continued to glare at me. Occasion- 
ally she would look me over with a moth- 
er’s look of disgust. This seemed to 
change to curiosity somehow. “‘I'm going 
to ask you once ... and only once! Did 
you rape her?’’ she demanded. | said 
nothing and looked at the floor, watching 
her sexy feet in those high-heeled shoes. 
Then she startled me. “You fucked little 
Susie, didn’t you?” she hissed. ‘‘Even 


“Not tonight, dear. The people downstairs have a headache.” 
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though you're ten years older, you fucked 
her little cunt, didn't you, you fucking bas- 
tard?” As | looked up, | noticed that she 
had somehow undone a button on her 
blouse. Her curvaceous breasts jiggled as 
she boldly stepped toward me. “Deny it! 
Deny you didn’t fuck Sue’s sweet little 
pussy!”’ 

Suddenly she slapped me hard across 
the face. Even though | winced from the 
sting, | saw most of her left tit as it swayed 
wildly in her nearly full open blouse. My 
cock was hard as a rock, and | was now 
aware that my dressing gown was almost 
open, the drawstring keeping it loosely 
tied. My throbbing prick jutted toward her. 
Her eyes were now transfixed, staring at 
it. “Look at you! You little fucker! Your big, 
fat, hard cock sticking out like that! That 
same hard prick that fucked the shit out 
of my little Sue’s cunt! | suppose you in- 
tend to rape me, too, with that big cock!” 
She suddenly tore the wraparound skirt 
away from her gorgeous hips in one 
swipe. ‘| suppose you think you can fuck 
anybody you want with such a nice cock!” 

To my amazement and delight she was 
wearing a white lace garter belt and no 
panties. Beads of cunt juice were shim- 
mering from that patch of black hair be- 
tween her legs. | didn't need an engraved 
invitation. | tore the blouse off her beautiful 
tits and fell on her. ‘And | suppose you 
are going to force me to suck you off be- 
fore you fuck the shit out of my hot cunt! 
Isn't that right, you big prick?" | was start- 
ing to catch on. “Suck my cock, you 
cunt!”’ | hissed. She was down on me in 
a flash. She slurped and whimpered all 
over my dork while | commanded her. Her 
tits slapped crazily on her forearms as she 
fondled my balls and squealed, her 
tongue driving the shaft of my prick into 
another world. | shot my load down her 
throat. She leaped up and Frenched me, 
with come dripping over both of us. Like 
amadwoman, she grabbed my still-raging 
cock and stuffed it into her hot hole. Never 
have | seen such a frenzied fuck. ‘‘Fuck! 
Fuck! Fuck! Rape me! Fuck me! Just like 
Sue! Fuck my hot cunt! Fuck my cunt!” 
she screamed. | came buckets in sec- 
onds. 

Late that afternoon, before she left, she 
turned to me, drew apart the folds of her 
skirt, and inserted her finger up her pussy. 
She sucked the finger clean, stuck it in my 
mouth, and said, “Let that be a lesson to 
you, cunt-fucker cock!’’ | also now enjoy 
watching “All in the Family.’"—Name and 
address withheld 


Family affair 

This is a letter intended to give hope to all 
those out there who have ever dreamed 
of making it with their sister-in-law. About 
two weeks ago my wife's sisters paid a 
surprise visit to our beachfront condomin- 
ium, which is quite common during the 
summer since they live in the desert area 
of Colorado. Because of the lack of com- 
munications from her sisters, my wife, 
Nancy, had left to visit a girl friend (| think) 


in San Francisco only hours before Leah 
and Fran arrived. 

At this point, my mind started racing. | 
had fantasized about laying Leah ever 
since | met her. She is 20 years old, two 
years younger than my wife, with long 
chestnut hair and tits about twice the size 
of my wife’s. Since Nancy was out of town, 
Leah and Fran decided to spend the night 
and then head up to some friends in Or- 
egon. | knew | would have to work fast if 
my dreams would be realized. 

After partaking of some pizza and beer, 
we decided to go for a soak in the hot tub. 
While the girls were changing, | rolled up 
a couple of joints of primo home-grown 
sinsemilla, and headed out to the patio. 

The moon was full, the water was hot, 
and so was |. We all got in with our brews 
in one hand and passed a joint with the 
other. As | sat looking at Leah and Fran, 
| began to notice how wonderfully devel- 
oped Fran was. She is 18 years old, with 
dark brown hair about shoulder length 
and breasts almost as large as Leah's. As 
the beer and weed started hitting us, | 
mentioned how Nancy liked to get naked 
in the tub. No sooner did | spit it out than 
off came two bikinis. | quickly removed my 
trunks, to allow my hard-on to grow unre- 
stricted as | stared at those gorgeous bod- 
ies. | knew they were turned on by the idea 
of being naked in the hot tub with their 
brother-in-law, because their nipples were 
standing erect, and it certainly wasn’t be- 


cause they were cold. 

After some suggestive teasing and 
smoking the other joint, we decided to go 
inside and do some coke after showering. 
Fran went to the guest shower, and Leah 
followed me back to the master bedroom. 
Once in the bedroom, | told Leah | would 
like to show her some real brotherly love. 
She responded by lying back on the water 
bed and spreading her legs, openly invit- 
ing me in. Our lips quickly met in a wet and 
wild exchange. | couldn't stay there long, 
however; | had to rub and suck those fan- 
tastic tits. As | worked on her boobs, she 
cried out, ‘‘Eat me! Eat my pussy!” 

Her breathing was getting very heavy, 
and | knew ecstasy was only a tongue- 
fuck away. | slid my tongue down the mid- 
dle of her chest, ran a couple of rings 
around her belly, licked her juices off the 
inside of her thighs, and then plunged my 
face into her wet muff. Her pubic hair was 
soft and thick but trimmed in the right 
places. Seconds after | started sucking 
her, Leah let go with a tremendous or- 
gasm. Her juices now were drenching my 
face and | knew another quake was on its 
way. Leah was now pleading with ‘‘Sixty- 
nine ... | want your cock. . . sixty-nine.” 
We quickly repositioned ourselves without 
losing a stroke. | was so turned on by all 
this | was gone in her warm mouth in min- 
utes. | don’t think I’ve ever come so much 
in my life. The jism spilled out of Leah's 
mouth and ran down my throbbing balls. 
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As Leah began licking come off my balls, 
| looked over toward the door and noticed 
Fran standing naked, masturbating her- 
self as she watched us fucking. 

As my life was passing before my eyes, 
| was amazed to hear Fran say, ‘‘! want 
to be fucked like that. I’ve never had any- 
one with experience.” | looked at Leah, 
and she signaled Fran to join us. Leah 
then said, ‘‘Mike, let’s do a couple of lines, 
and then I'll show my little sister how to 
please a man.” | was so excited | could 
barely chop the coke. We did a couple of 
lines and proceeded. 

| started by kissing Fran’s neck and then 
her mouth. | caressed her large, soft 
breasts and lovingly pinched and pulled 
on her erect nipples. At this point, Leah 
began orchestrating the arrangement, 
‘Fran on all fours on top of Mike, with your 
cuntin his face.”’ As | lay on my back, lick- 
ing and sucking Fran's steaming cunt, 
Leah began sucking my love stick. As | 
was eating Fran, | used one hand to finger 
her anus and the other to rub her joy but- 
ton. This proved to be more than she could 
stand, and Fran let go with a thunderous 
orgasm. Leah then instructed Fran to take 
over sucking my cock. Leah was telling 
her, ‘Take it all... deep-throat it’... it's 
so good.” 

Leah then straddled my face and began 
sliding her pussy around on my mouth and 
fondling her tits. The sight of her playing 


with her tits and Fran deep-throating me 
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soon brought me to another climax. Fran 
choked slightly on my wad, as this was the 
first time she had ever swallowed come. 
“Not bad,"’ she exclaimed as she cleaned 
up all of the sticky white fluid she didn’t 
get the first time. 

Then came one of the most erotic epi- 
sodes of my lovemaking career. ‘‘Roll 
over and spread,”’ Leah ordered. Oblig- 
ing, | rolled onto my stomach and tensed 
slightly as | tried to imagine what was com- 
ing next. Leah then took some coke and 
dabbed it onto my anus and proceeded to 
go for a superfreeze. The combination of 
the coke and her tongue on my ass hole 
had my rod turning to stone. “Do you 
wanna freeze?’’ Leah asked Fran. 
“Sure,” she replied. Fran then repeated 
the process. | knew if | didn’t fuck some- 
thing soon, I’d go crazy. So | rolled Fran 
over and slid my eight inches up her moist 
tunnel. To my delight, she was as tight as 
anyone I’ve ever known. After some furi- 
ous hip slapping, we both came simulta- 
neously in a quivering crescendo. 

The three of us smoked one last joint as 
the night faded into a beautiful memory. 
We awoke in the morning somewhat hung 
over and slightly embarrassed as we 
talked about the pleasures of the previous 
night. We decided that on their next visit 
we would try to get Nancy involved in our 
“family affair."’ As you can imagine, they 
have a standing invitation|—Name and 
address withheld 


While the cat's away 

| have a wonderful experience | would like 
to share with other Penthouse ‘‘Forum’’ 
readers. |t started one day when my girl 
friend Diane asked me to go see a friend 
of hers that evening. | didn’t feel like sitting 
home that night, so | said okay. Diane 
came to pick me up, and off we went. We 
got there, and at the door | was introduced 
to Nick. 

Nick was somewhat tall, dark-haired, 
and had a broad build. We followed Nick 
into the rec room, where | met a few more 
people. The one who stuck in my mind, 
though, was Jim. (Diane informed me later 
he was taken.) Jim was well over six feet, 
had blond hair, blue eyes, and the longest, 
sexiest legs ever. We stayed at Nick's for 
a while, and just as we were leaving, Nick 
asked me for my phone number. | gave 
it to him, hoping it would bring me closer 
to Jim. 

Nick and | started seeing each other, 
and just as | planned, | got closer to Jim. 
The three of us went out a lot. One day 
we were out driving around, getting high, 
and Jim stopped at an adult-type store. 
Nick just shrugged it off, but my curiosity 
got the best of me. When Jim got in the 
car, | very calmly asked him what he had 
bought. He very proudly showed us an 
eight-inch vibrator he got for Kim. Al- 
though it was for her, | couldn’t stop think- 
ing how good it would feel to have Jim 
using that vibrator on my snatch. | was 
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dripping wet. As it turned out, | had to use 
my own finger that night to relieve my frus- 
tration. 

A few months had passed, and Nick 
and | were really having problems. Jim 
had said that he and Kim were on the outs 
also, SO we were somewhat in the same 
boat. About a week later Nick said he had 
to go away for a while to think things out. 
To my surprise | didn’t feel bad at all that 
he was gone. In fact, every day my 
thoughts turned more to Jim. | would think 
about how much | wanted to grab that 
bulge of his. One day it got to be too much. 
| had to call him and see him that night. 
It took me a while to talk Jim into taking 
me to dinner that night. Jim felt | was still 
Nick’s girl, and he didn’t want to get in the 
middle of it. | assured him it would be pure- 
ly platonic and not to worry. 

He was there at five. Luckily for me I'd 
worn a sexy black wraparound dress to 
work that day. | also wore black-seamed 
stockings. (| found out later they were 
Jim’s favorite.) All the way to the restau- 
rant | was squirming in my seat. Jim 
picked a nice quiet place to eat. While we 
were having dinner, Jim asked me what 
was wrong between Nick and me. | told 
him that Nick and | had no sex life, and 
that no matter what | did, Nick just didn’t 
get turned on. From that point on the con- 
versation got spicy, and so did |. 

With the candle burning softly, | bent for- 
ward just enough to let Jim see my round- 


" ed breasts. Between that and crossing my 


legs so my dress rode up my leg to my 
crotch, Jim must have raised the table a 
good seven inches off the ground. We 
talked about how we had felt about each 
other from the start. | was surprised to find 
out that Jim thought about me a lot. We 
then talked about the fantasies we had 
about each other. All that sexy talk had my 
cunt creaming. We talked for a little while 
longer, then decided to leave. | was hop- 
ing that our words would turn into action. 
While | was thinking of a way to do this, 
| pulled out a joint. Just as Jim turned to 
get it, | pulled the left side of my dress off 
my shoulder so | could expose my stiff nip- 
ple. All Jim could do was stare, with his 
mouth open. | asked him if he wanted to 
suck on it, and in a throaty voice he said 
yes. He was just about to put his mouth 
on it when | covered my tit and told him 
he could have it later. ‘‘First let's get some 
wine and a hotel room,’’ | said. 

Back in the car and on our way to a ho- 
tel, | started up my tricks. | took Jim’s hand 
off the steering wheel and placed it be- 
tween my open legs. He mumbled some- 
thing about crotchless undies. | asked him 
if he wouldn't just love to suck on that 
swollen clit and drink up all my juices. He 
managed to croak out a yes. All this time 
| had my hand between his legs, making 
circles around his big, tight balls, watching 
his cock practically jump through his 
pants. 

We finally made it to a hotel. A minute 
longer, and | would have raped him. Once 
in the room, we smoked a joint, drank 
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some wine, and got superhorny. | got off 
the bed to kneel between Jim's legs, and 
as | stood up, | felt my juices running out 
of my pussy down my legs. Oh, | loved it! 
| got in between his legs, unbuttoned his 
shirt, and took it off. What a masculine 
chest! | immediately started licking and 
kissing his ears, neck, shoulders, and nip- 
ples. His moaning made me even more 
excited. | knew he couldn’t stand it any 
longer, so | asked him to lie in the middle 
of the bed while | got the ropes. 

First | tied his arms and then | took off 
his pants. His cock was throbbing like 
crazy. He was dripping so much ooze 
there was a puddle on his stomach. | tied 
his legs down, looked at him, licked my 
lips, and proceeded to do the sexiest strip- 
tease | knew. | took off everything, even 
my panties. Crotchless is sexy. | quickly 
straddled his stomach. | had the tip of his 
pulsating prick resting in the crack of my 
ass. Bending forward slightly, | let my tits 
bob up against his mouth. Just as Jim was 
really getting into sucking my nipples, | 
pulled away. | slid my wet snatch over his 
dick and repositioned myself so my mouth 
was at his balls. First | gently sucked one, 
then the other, then both. 

Jim was moaning, twisting, and bucking 
away. All the while he was begging me to 
suck his cock. That's just what | wanted, 
begging. | told him to get ready, since | 
was going to suck the come right out of 
him. | licked his prick from his balls to the 


head. Gently and slowly : sucked in his en- 
tire shaft. Working with my mouth and fin- 
gers, | drove his cock into a frenzy. His 
prick swelled up in my mouth, pounding 
against my tongue. Faster and faster | 
sucked and licked until he shot his huge 
wad of hot come in my mouth. | looked at 
Jim and let some come dribble on my fin- 
ger so he could watch me lick it off. De- 
licious. Very gently | untied the ropes. All 
of a sudden Jim had me flat on my back, 
telling me it was my turn. He started suck- 
ing on my nipples like crazy. In between 
sucks he told me to beg him to eat me. 
While | was begging, ‘‘Eat me, eat me, 
letme come on your face,”’ Jim flipped me 
on my stomach and told me to get on all 
fours. When | did this, he got on his back 
and brought his mouth right to my swollen 
slit. He licked and sucked and kissed my 
pussy until | was shaking violently, drip- 
ping come all over his face. As my body 
stopped shaking, | felt something hot and 
hard pressing at my steamy wet hole. Jim 
was fucking my cunt from behind. | felt an- 
other orgasm building up. It was just about 
to sweep over my body when Jim pulled 
out and stuck his dick right up my ass! He 
told me to grab onto my pussy and play 
with my clit. | followed his instructions to 
a “'T.” Molding himself to me, he grabbed 
my tits and squeezed my nipples. He was 
slamming his cock so hard | saw stars. 
Painfully sweet stars. Grabbing my ass 
cheeks, he panted wildly, telling me how 
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he loved fucking my ass, how good his 
cock felt in my tight moist ass hole. 

All that talk and all the fucking took over. 
My body started shaking, my pussy start- 
ed jerking, come started flowing out. Jim 
was fucking my ass wildly, saying, ‘“My 
cock’s gonna come. I'm gonna fill your 
ass with it.’ With that his cock started pul- 
sating. Bubbling come filled my hole. | felt 
it drip out and run down to my swollen pus- 
sy lips. | felt Jim shudder as we both col- 
lapsed on the bed, falling into peaceful 
sleep. 

A few months later Jim moved. But after 
two years we got together. (Nick never 
came back!) Now we share our own 
apartment. As for our sex life . . . well, Jim 
bought me my own vibrator, but that’s an- 
other story —Name and address withheld 


College hardships 

| am an avid reader of ‘Forum’ but was 
somewhat skeptical about the validity of 
some of the stories published. In light of 
a recent experience of mine, however, | 
have altered my previously held opinion. 
| was till recently a frustrated freshman at 
college. My expectations were far from 
being fulfilled. | had come to college, look- 
ing forward to many carnal experiences 
but instead had found nothing but heart- 
ache. For although the student body was 
well endowed with a plethora of female 
delights, they would have none of us lowly 
freshmen, instead preferring upperclass- 
men. Many times | heard my fellow class- 
mates complain about the frustrating state 
of things, and | could well commiserate 
with them, suffering the same as they. Day 
by day | could feel myself becoming more 
infuriated about the lack of female respect 
for the male freshman. 

How to go about it, though, was an en- 
tirely different matter. | could attempt to 
forcibly enter an unwilling female. Howev- 
er, the ramifications of such an action, | 
felt, would not be beneficial either to me 
or the male freshman body as a whole. 
After much thought and cogitation on the 
matter, | hit upon a plan which, if success- 
ful, would accomplish my ends without 
harm to anybody. |, by no means lacking 
sexual experience, would seduce an up- 
perclassman and prove once and for all 
that we freshmen are not so sexually naive 
as the female body would like to believe. 

My target was not difficult to choose. 
Upon first arriving at college, | had caught 
sight of the most luscious piece of female 
flesh | had ever seen. | had done research 
on her and discovered to my intense de- 
light that she was sexually active and a 
willing partner as long as it was with a 
good-looking upperclassman. | had fol- 
lowed her many times around campus, 
having such a hard-on that | was surprised 
| didn’t shoot my load in my pants. My 
friends often spied me following her and 
joked about my tent pitching constantly. 

Once | had my voluptuous mate picked 
out, all | had to do was formulate a means 
by which to meet her and the rest! trusted 
to my experience. | knew that she ate 
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lunch at the same time | did, so the next 
day | planned to eat at the same table with 
her. This was by no means an easy task, 
for guys swarmed around her constantly, 
and several fights had already broken out 
just for the right to sit with her. | figured 
that if | followed her into the cafeteria, | 
could be right behind her when she sat 
down and thus jump into a seat right be- 
side her. This | did, but | had failed to re- 
alize that my right to do so might be 
challenged. Although | was by no means 
weak, | was no match for the hulk who 
confronted me. Luckily, though, that 
sweet, delicate creature came to my res- 
cue and called the brute off. | was aston- 
ished that this goddesslike creature would 
pay the slightest bit of attention to me be- 
fore | had even introduced myself. | 
thanked her and told her that | had just 
transferred here and as yet hadn’t met 
anyone. Her eyes lit up at this last remark, 
and she informed me that her name was 
Joanna. She asked me what year | was 
in, and | told her that! was a junior. By this 
time my cock was so hard that | thought 
it was either going to explode in my pants 
or jump out and attack her. She glanced 
down at my tent and asked me if | didn't 
need some fresh air. | was momentarily 
embarrassed, but! quickly got over it and 
asked her if she didn’t need some fresh 
air herself. She gave me the most luscious 
smile imaginable. Her lips were so red and 
full that just to imagine them around my 


throbbing member sent chills of ecstasy 
through my body. 
We both walked out, and she asked me 


~ if| would like to have a look at her furnish- 
‘ings. She had just decorated her room, 


she said. | complied readily, scarcely able 
to contain myself. By the time we had ar- 
rived at her dorm, | wanted to screw her 
right on the floor, but she would have none 
of this and told me to take off my clothes 
and get into bed. She took off her clothes 
slowly and with elegance. It took my full 
effort just to keep from jumping her right 
then and there. After she had finished un- 
dressing, she told me to lie on my back, 
at which time she proceeded to give me 
the best blowjob of my life. She started 
licking and kissing my entire body, arous- 
ing me, as if | weren't hot enough. She be- 
gan to come closer and closer to my 
already rock-hard cock, and | screamed 
at her to suck it. This she did, at first just 
taking the tip into her sweet mouth and 
then, to my surprise, engulfing the entire 
eight inches. | couldn't contain myself any 
longer and ejected my jism into her 
hungry mouth. She couldn't hold all of it 
in her mouth, and thus some of it dripped 
down her chin. This she wiped off with her 
finger and greedily lapped it as if it were 
honey. 

| commanded her to lie flat on her back 
and to spread her legs. She complied, 
squealing with delight. | began eating her 
out. At first flicking my tongue in and out 
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of her dripping pussy, teasing her clitoris, 
| then started probing deeper and deeper 
into her moist, pink flesh, bringing 
screams of rapture from her. | could tell 
she was going to have an orgasm. | was 
quite hard and ready myself, and so | 
rammed my stiff cock into her luscious 
love triangle. We both came _ simulta- 
neously in seventh heaven. We continued 
to fuck till about two o’clock but had to 
stop because | had a class. Before | left, 
| told her who | really was. At first she was 
furious, but then she realized it really 
didn’t matter. 

Ever since, Joanna and | have been 
screwing regularly, and although | may not 
have changed the entire female body's 
belief that we freshmen are sexually naive, 
| know | altered at least one girl’s opin- 
ion.—Name and address withheld 


Picture this 

| would like to tell you about a wild expe- 
rience my fiancée and | had two weeks 
ago, but first | should tell you a bit about 
us. | am a 27-year-old male and am em- 
ployed as a junior executive at one of the 
larger investment firms in our city. | am six 
feet two inches tall, weigh 195 pounds, 
and have kept myself in good shape since 
| graduated from university. | guess | 
should also add that I'm considered very 
good looking, especially by my fiancée, 
Toni. 

Toni is one gorgeous girl, being five feet 
nine inches tall, and possessing both the 
good looks and trim figure that draws 
stares from most of the male population 
she meets. Although I’ve never taken her 
measurements, |’d estimate them to be 
about 36-24-34. Her long, natural blonde 
hair is also one of her assets in the looks 
department. Toni is finishing her last se- 
mester leading up to her graduation with 
a teaching degree from the university. Her 
graduation next month coincides with her 
twenty-third birthday. Anyway, like | said 
before, Toni and | are engaged and plan 
on getting married in the summer. Since 
our engagement last year, Toni has lived 
with me in my rather spacious penthouse 
apartment in our city’s west end. 

About a month ago | got a bonus at 
work, and we decided to spend it on a vid- 
eotape recorder so that we could enjoy 
the television movies we missed when- 
ever we went out. When | mentioned our 
new appliance to Jay, a friend of mine | 
play tennis with, he told me that he could 
get us some X-rated movies if we wanted. 
When | told Toni what Jay had said, she 
giggled and said that she’d love to see 
some anytime | could arrange to get them. 
| wasted no time in arranging for Jay to 
bring a couple of movies over the next 
evening, which he did. As the three of us 
sat and watched the films, we enjoyed 
some wine and some pot and were soon 
making comments about the quality, and 
lack of quality, of many of the scenes. Dur- 
ing one of the films, the actress was being 
fucked by a black man and a white guy 
at the same time, and when the scene 
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camé on the screen, Toni let out an au- 
dible ‘‘mmmm’”’ and then giggled, realiz- 
ing what she'd done. When the films were 
over, we Sat around and joked about them 
and | confessed that I'd love to make a 
porno film, although | thought I'd enjoy be- 
ing the director rather than one of the ac- 
tors, since it was the director who could 
have the actors act out any fantasy he 
wished. Quickly, Toni and Jay said they’d 
rather be the actors, and we continued 
with a friendly exchange of views until Jay 
had to leave. 

After Jay had left, Toni said she'd like 
to watch one scene of one of the movies 
again. As | thought she would, she picked 
the scene with the black and white guys 
taking the girl at the same time. Sitting be- 
side her as she watched, | started un- 
dressing her and we were soon making 
love right in front of the television and | no- 
ticed that Toni was even hotter than she 
normally is when we're making love. After- 
ward, when we were in bed, | asked her 
if she had fantasized about making it with 
two guys at once. As she admitted that she 
did and added that fucking a black man 
was also on her list, | found us both getting 
turned on again, especially when she said 
she had been fantasizing about fucking 
Jay while | filmed the action. You see, Jay 
is a powerfully built black man, being 
about six feet four inches tall, 210 pounds, 
with strong features. As we continued to 
talk about her fantasies, | admitted that |, 


too, had fantasized about seeing her and 
Jay together, and | added that if she’d like 
to try it, I'd be more than willing to partic- 
ipate. AS we made love for the second 
time, we continued to stimulate each other 
with our thoughts and after about an hour 
we collapsed and fell asleep in each oth- 
er’s arms. 

At work the next day, | decided to talk 
to Toni about it that evening and also did 
some preliminary groundwork. First, | 
phoned a few of the video stores and 
found that | could rent a camera that was 
compatible with my recorder. Then | 
phoned Jay and made a date to play ten- 
nis at our club the next evening. During 
dinner that evening, | brought up the sub- 
ject again. Toni admitted that she had 
been thinking about it all day and that she 
had decided that if all of us felt that it 
wouldn’t jeopardize our relationship- 
friendships, she'd love to do it. | then told 
her about the camera and my game with 
Jay set for the next evening. At this, Toni 
moved around to me, threw her arms 
around my neck, and said, ‘‘No wonder 
| love you so much!” Again, that night, our 
lovemaking was lust-filled. 

On my way to tennis the next evening, 
| decided that the best way to approach 
Jay was to be direct. As we relaxed in the 
club's sauna after the game, | said, ‘How 
would you like to star in a porno film?” “'If 
the leading lady was nice, I'd love to!”’ Jay 
answered. ‘How about the leading lady 
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being Toni?’ | asked. ‘You're putting me 
on!” was Jay's answer. 

| assured him | wasn’t and told him 
about the discussions Toni and | had had 
over the last couple of days and how we 
felt about having him join us. To put it mild- 
ly, Jay was stunned by the idea but ad- 
mitted to being willing to join us, adding 
that he knew Toni and | were a ‘‘together’’ 
couple but that he never realized that we 
were that together. At that, we made a ten- 
tative date for Jay to come over the next 
Saturday night, and | went home to tell 
Toni, who was excited by the idea. 

Saturday finally rolled around, and | 
went out in the afternoon to pick up the 
camera and a couple of blank tapes. After 
| returned home, Toni and | spent the after- 
noon playing with the camera and learning 
how it worked and what lighting level was 
required (surprisingly little, | might say). 
We continued to talk abou what we would 
be doing, and | was happy to hear Toni 
tell me that even though she was getting 
nervous, she was also getting excited. Jay 
arrived at about 7:00 P.M., and as planned, 
he had brought along a new movie for us 
to watch. We had a drink and some pot 
while we watched the movie, and we de- 
cided that we should all feel free to say 
and do anything that we wanted as long 
as everybody was enjoying it. After the 
first few minutes of the movie, Toni, who 
was sitting on the couch between Jay and 
me, started massaging my leg. Without 
looking at her, | reached my hand out and 
started running it up and down her thigh. 
As | continued to slowly massage her, her 
hand left my leg and | turned to see her 
kissing Jay, a sight that immediately 
caused a bulge to appear in my jeans. She 
broke off her kiss and turned to me and 
gave me along, tongue kiss as well. Jay's 
hand was also on her other leg, and we 
both continued massaging Toni's thighs 
as she reciprocated and alternated her 
kisses between us. 

| suggested that Toni change into some- 
thing more comfortable than her jeans, 
and she quickly went into our bedroom to 
change. As she changed, Jay and | 
brought the king-size mattress from the 
spare bedroom and placed it in the center 
of the living room. | dimmed the room 
lights to a low level, then put a slow-music 
cassette into the machine while Jay 
spread a pink satin fitted sheet on the mat- 
tress. Toni returned just as we were fin- 
ishing, and both Jay and | stopped what 
we were doing as she entered the room. 
Toni looked fantastic! She was wearing a 
long, blue, see-through negligee with tiny 
blue lace panties underneath. On top her 
breasts were covered only by the flimsy 
material of her gown, and her nipples 
were erect and pushing on the material. 
“Beautiful!’’ Jay and | exclaimed at the 
same time. ‘‘So is this setting,’’ she add- 
ed, then moved up to Jay, took a deep 
curtsy, and said, ‘Would you care to join 
me in front of the camera, sir?’’ As Jay 
nodded, Toni took his hand and led him 
over to the bed. As | started the camera, 
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| winked at Toni and said, ‘Fantasy num- 
ber one, take one.” 

Toni smiled back at me, blew me a kiss, 
and then turned her attention back to Jay. 
Still standing in front of the camera, Toni 
pulled Jay's head down and started neck- 
ing with him. Looking over to the televi- 
sion, which was monitoring the recorder, 
| could see the two of them in full length 
with Jay’s hands grabbing Toni’s ass 
through her gown, a sight that started my 
heart pounding. Toni and Jay turned so 
they were now sideways to the camera, 
and Toni started unbuttoning Jay’s shirt, 
planting kisses on his chest as it was ex- 
posed. When his shirt was completely un- 
done, Toni placed her hands on his chest, 
opened his shirt, and then pulled it down 
his arms and completely off. Brazenly, 
Toni moved one hand down and mas- 
saged the crotch of Jay’s pants. Jay’s 
hands were busy running up and down 
her gown as he kicked off his shoes and 
slowly laid Toni on the mattress. 

After pulling off his socks, Jay lay down 
beside Toni, who was watching him and 
massaging her own breasts through her 
gown. Sitting up slightly, Jay ran his hands 
up and down Toni’s front, stopping at her 
breasts, causing her to moan deeply. Put- 
ting his face to her negligee, Jay started 
kissing her breasts through the material as 
| moved the camera around to one side 
of them. Keeping his face to her chest, Jay 
moved his hand down to below her knees 


and started massaging his way back up 
her leg, his arm automatically bringing the 
gown up to expose more and more of 
Toni's beautiful, long legs. Moving his 
mouth back to hers, Jay drew the gown 
above her waist as they kissed deeply, ex- 
posing Toni’s pretty panties. Slowly, Jay’s 
hand caressed Toni’s exposed tummy 
and began working its way down until it 
was on her mound. As he massaged her 
pubic mound, Jay broke the kiss and 
looked up and down Toni's body. ‘You 
are truly one gorgeous lady, did you know 
that?" he said as he continued to caress 
Toni’s panty-covered bush. ‘‘Mmm, thank 
you, Jay,’ replied Toni, and then she add- 
ed, ‘‘but you ain't seen nothing yet!" 
With that she sat up and pushed Jay 
back so that he was now lying down. 
Quickly, Toni slid down a bit and undid the 
belt on Jay's pants with one hand as she 
massaged his bulge with her other. ‘‘l 
think there’s something promising under 
here,’' she said with a smile as she pulled 
down his zipper. Lifting his hips, Jay 
helped Toni draw his pants down and off, 
revealing a tremendous bulge in his black 
bikini shorts. As Toni massaged and 
kissed the bulge, Jay reached down and 
pulled the hem of her gown up. Toni 
helped him by raising her hands over her 
head, and Jay pulled the gown off. The 
two of them were now topless, and my ex- 
citement grew even more as | watched 
Jay's hands caress my fiancée’s bare 
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breasts. Lowering her head again, Toni 
went back to kissing and nibbling the 
bulge in Jay's shorts. 

| focused in for a close-up of Toni’s 
face, and she smiled up at the camera and 
me. ‘| hope you're enjoying this as much 
as | am!" she said to me. When | assured 
her that | was, she reached her hand into 
Jay’s shorts and withdrew the head of his 
erection. Licking her lips, she said, 
“Mmmm, I've got to see all of this!’’ She 
quickly pulled Jay's shorts off, exposing 
his huge erection. It was about the same 
length as mine (about nine inches, for any- 
one who's counting), but it was quite a bit 
thicker, and Toni quickly grabbed the 
shaft. Turning her eyes up to the camera, 
Toni licked up the shaft and took the head 
of Jay's cock into her mouth, causing him 
to say, ‘Oh, yeah, baby, suck that black 
cock!"’ As Toni started taking as much of 
his cock into her mouth as she could, Jay 
pulled her legs around so that her ass was 
beside his head. As she continued suck- 
ing, Jay massaged Toni’s buttocks 
through her panties. Then, in one swift mo- 
tion, he pulled them down to her knees. 
With some help from Toni, they were soon 
discarded, and Jay was now playing with 
her bare bottom. ‘Beautiful, baby, beau- 
tifull!” said Jay as he moved his hands 
over her ass. ‘‘Let this poor man taste that 
pussy!” 

Toni complied by raising her leg and 
swinging it over his head so that they were 
now in the 69 position. | moved the cam- 
era around to focus in on Jay’s hands, 
spreading Toni's cheeks apart and plant- 
ing a kiss on her exposed bud. Moving his 
hands onto the small of her back, Jay 
pulled her backside down and buried his 
face in her pussy, causing her to cry out. 
As happens with us, Toni became distract- 
ed by the tonguing and she raised herself 
up so that she was literally sitting on Jay's 
face. Looking over to me as she played 
with her nipples, she gasped, ‘‘Oh, 
Steve!"’ (That's me), ‘This is soooo good! 
Why don’t you get undressed, too?” 

| quickly placed the camera on its tripod 
and removed my clothes, my aching erec- 
tion springing free as | took off my shorts. 
“Come here, Steve” was the only invita- 
tion | needed from Toni, and | moved in 
beside her, my cock at her mouth level. 
Quickly, Toni grabbed my cock and start- 
ed jerking me off with one hand as she 
leaned forward to do the same to Jay with 
her other hand. | nodded my head toward 
the television, and Toni looked over to see 
the three of us on the screen. The visual 
effect hit her as | felt her grip on my cock 
tighten, and she started her familiar moan- 
ing. ‘How would you like a nice, hard 
cock in your pussy?”’ | asked her, and she 
replied by nodding her head. ‘‘How would 
you like to make it a nice, hard, black 
cock?"’ | then asked, causing her to pant, 
“Oh, yeah, yeah!” 

| pulled away from her and went back 
to the camera as Jay moved her legs 
down so that she was still kneeling, facing 
the camera, with Jay's shaft reaching al- 
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most up to her navel. ‘‘Let me see that 
cock slide right in!’ | said as she held his 
cock and raised her pussy above it. Jay 
was watching the television, and he 
groaned as he saw Toni open her pussy 
lips with her fingers and push the head of 
his cock into her vagina. | focused in for 
a close-up, and the three of us let out au- 
dible moans as we watched Jay's cock 
sink into Toni's cunt on the television. As 
Toni started to ride Jay’s cock, | pulled the 
camera back and set it on the tripod. | 
moved toward Toni, and her broad smile 
told me that she was ready for anything. 
| knelt down beside her and started kiss- 
ing and playing with her breasts, while my 
other hand moved down to her bush. As 
| found her clitoris, Toni started moaning 
loudly and rode Jay’s cock even harder. 
| continued my oral assault on her breasts, 
and my manual assault on her clit until she 
was crying out continuously. In a few sec- 
onds Toni shrieked, “I’m coming, I'm 
coming. Oh, God, I’m coming!”’ Her body 
shook in orgasm as Jay and | both stea- 
died her. 

After a few moments, she stopped 
shaking, and she opened her eyes and 
drew my face to hers. After a long tongu- 
ing kiss, she broke it off and said, “That 
was fantastic! Can we do it some more, 
please?" | assured her we could, remind- 
ing her that there were still two hard cocks 
in the room and gently lifted her off Jay. 
Quickly, Toni turned and kissed Jay and 
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let outa little Oh!" as his hands caressed 
her body. Laying her between us, Jay and 
| started caressing her front. Jay said, 
“Beautiful lady, you haven't even started 
to come yet!’’ We massaged Toni for a few 
more minutes; then | slipped down be- 
tween her legs. As soon as | started licking 
her pussy, Toni started moaning once 
more, and | realized that we had raised her 
to a level of horniness that couldn’t be sat- 
isfied by one or two orgasms. After a few 
minutes Jay and | traded places, and | 
necked with Toni as he ate her out. Toni 
was soon hot to go again, and she took 
command by having Jay and me lie on our 
backs while she knelt between us, a cock 
in each hand. As she jerked us off, she 
smiled wickedly and said, ‘If we're mak- 
ing a porno movie, shouldn't we include 
some come shots?” Jay and | quickly 
agreed, and she lowered herself down so 
that she could alternate taking both cocks 
into her mouth. 

After a while Toni concentrated on me, 
and as she worked her mouth up and 
down my cock, Jay got up and took the 
camera from its tripod. He focused in on 
Toni's face, and as | watched on the mon- 
itor, he said, ‘‘Come on, Toni, make that 
cock shoot to the ceiling!’’ Toni took me 
from her mouth and said, ‘Come on, 
Steve, let that come out!’’ She started 
jerking me off, putting my cock into her 
mouth every few seconds. | couldn't stand 
it anymore, and | started thrusting my hips 


as | watched the television. Suddenly, my 
orgasm hit me, and | watched my cock 
start spurting come onto Toni’s lips as she 
quickly took me into her mouth to swallow 
it up. ‘‘All right, all right!’ Jay shouted as 
| struggled to catch my breath and pull 
Toni up to me to share a come-soaked 
kiss. After returning to my cock and licking 
it clean, Toni turned to Jay and laughed. 
“Next!"’ she said. 

Realizing what | was going to watch, | 
quickly traded places with Jay and was 
soon focusing in on Toni’s face and his 
cock. Toni was superhot, and as she 
jerked Jay’s cock, she looked up to me 
and said, ‘I'm gonna let this cock come 
all over me!'’ Then she turned to Jay and 
said, ‘Okay, Jay, let's see this cock cover 
my face with its come!" Pulling her hair 
from her face, Toni went back to alternat- 
ing between sucking and pulling on Jay’s 
cock. Within minutes Jay's face was con- 
torted in pleasure as he fought to keep 
from exploding. As she continued to pull 
on his cock, Toni said, ‘Let it out, babe. 
Let it out!’ causing Jay to answer, ‘‘It’s 
coming! It’s coming!’ while he turned his 
head to the television. Toni’s mouth was 
inches from his cock when Jay let out a 
final groan and a shot of come hit her lips. 
Closing her mouth, Toni let the next few 
spurts hit her face; then she opened her 
mouth again to take more inside. As she 
continued to stroke his shaft, more come 
came out and dribbled onto her fingers. 
Smiling lewdly at the camera, Toni opened 
her mouth and let the come spill onto his 
cock; then she moved her head down and 
took as much of his shaft as she could into 
her mouth, drawing the come back into 
her mouth with her fingers. ‘‘This is porno, 
baby!”’ said Jay as he pulled her head to- 
ward his. Realizing what he wanted, Toni 
let some of the come dribble out of her 
mouth as she opened it to receive Jay's 
open-mouth kiss. | could see that they 
were exchanging Jay's come during their 
kiss, and the sight of it made me realize 
that | was getting hard once again. 

Needless to say, we continued like this 
for many more hours until we were all rath- 
er fucked out and we had used up four 
hours of videotape. The next morning, 
after a very late breakfast, we all sat and 
watched the first few hours, and then Jay 
went home after an easing blowjob from 
Toni (she was too sore to do anything 
else). Toni and | now have our own porno 
movie, and believe me, its a hell of a lot 
hotter than any movie you'd buy, because 
it's real sex—not one orgasm was faked! 
We both especially like one scene that had 
Toni lying on her back, masturbating while 
Jay and | knelt on either side, feeling her 
up and jerking ourselves off. Toni’s or- 
gasm triggered Jay and me to come with 
only seconds between us, and the sight 
of Toni getting covered with our come was 
enough to get me up for a third time! Both 
Toni and | would like to do this again 
sometime, but for right now, we'll just sa- 
vor this first experience.—Name and ad- 
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The IRS | have been meaning to write your mag- 


“The American Gestapo,” by Ernest Volk- 
man and John Cummings (April 1981), 
which concerned the Internal Revenue 
Service, was very good. However, | would 
have liked the article to have included 
more examples of the actions of the agen- 
cy against citizens. 

The IRS has subjected the citizens of 
this nation to experiences that are virtually 
unbelievable acts for a governmental 
agency of a free people. Their blatant dis- 
regard for the law and the rights of the citi- 
zens they serve demands congressional 
investigation, 

| have a continuing dispute with this 
agency that extends over five years: it has 
to do with whether | am an individual re- 
quired to file a tax return with them. During 
this dispute | have found that many of their 
arbitrary demands are not in compliance 
with the Internal Revenue Code and are 
the result of the Internal Revenue Ser- 
vice’s being left out of control to the point 
that they now feel that it is their position 
to make and enforce law from their admin- 
istrative position. 

If actions or ultimatums posed by the 
IRS appear to be unreasonable, it is not 
too difficult to check the Internal Revenue 
Code, U.S.C. Title 26 (found in most librar- 
ies), and check if their action is in com- 
pliance with the IRC. They can also be 
asked directly to quote the operation of 
that part of their code from which their ac- 
tion arises. 

Although there is the possibility that they 
will then comply with their own code, there 
is the alternative of filing suit against them 
in a court of law, to force them to operate 
within their code. Our courts, while reluc- 
tant to challenge the authority of the IRS, 
recognize that it is the body of government 
charged with the responsibility of main- 
taining the law and will respond to cases 
where the IRS has taken the law into its 
own hands. Believe it or not, even the IRS 
is not above the law and can be forced to 
answer to its actions. 

We are in the midst of witnessing an 
agency that, unchecked, appears to pre- 
fer to act outside the confines of the law 
and feels no obligation to operate in a 
manner which a certain amount of pride 
would demand. | believe it is the respon- 
sibility of all freedom-loving citizens to 
force this agency to comply with the con- 
fines of its code and to inform its repre- 
sentatives in Congress, when conditions 
dictate, of the tyrannical actions that this 
agency is capable of —Norman Thomas, 
Rapid City, S.D. 


azine for some time but have procrastinat- 
ed until | read the article about the IRS. 
Never, in any other magazine or newspa- 
per, have | seen such consistently excel- 
lent and timely articles on our government. 
Each one outdoes the last. You don’t pull 
any punches and often step on quite a few 
toes. These ‘‘toes'’ need stepping on from 
time to time, and Penthouse takes the risk 
and brings these controversial issues to 
its readers. 

Although ‘The American Gestapo”’ fi- 
nally prompted me to write, | have consis- 
tently enjoyed many of your investigative 
and political articles. Thank you.—M. H. 
Smith, Zion, Ill. 


| am writing in reference to the article by 
Ernest Volkman and John Cummings. The 
article was most enlightening and informa- 
tive. | was not aware of the uncontrolled 
abuses of civil liberties by the Internal Rev- 
enue Service. It has long been felt that the 
Internal Revenue Service was letting the 
big guy go free and going after the little 
ones. Volkman and Cummings have 
shown that this is true and why. | was very 
much impressed with the background in- 
formation supplied. It clearly shows the 
reasons behind the present Internal Rev- 
enue Service policy. The only shortcom- 
ing of this article is that we are not told if 
there is anything that can be done about 
the problem with the Gestapo. | am look- 
ing forward to many more thought-provok- 
ing articles in the future.—A. Hajati, 
Anaheim, Calif. 


Private interests 

The article on the Bilderbergers by Craig 
S. Karpel, ‘The Gnomes of Bilderberg” 
(May 1981), was interesting as far as it 
went, but it failed to clarify or even raise 
a number of points: 

(1) That The Trilateral Commission, the 
Council on Foreign Relations (CFR), the 
English Royal Institute of International Af- 
fairs, and the Bilderbergers are not inde- 
pendent bodies. They only appear to be. 
They are very interrelated, and members 
of one are often members of the others. 

(2) Karpel failed to point out that regard- 
less of which party wins the national elec- 
tion, the vast majority of the time the 
important jobs in that administration go to 
men who are members of at least one of 
the above-named groups. 

(3) Karpel states that Bilderberg people 
only react to events. What he fails to say 
is that these people shape many events— 
how many we do not know. Every big, pri- 
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vate (and not so private) power center 
was well represented at this meeting. The 
major corporations, the major banks, the 
major components of the media, the big 
unions, the major private foundations, and 
the major investment houses—these 
groups are the kingmakers. They (along 
with other members of the above-named 
groups) helped put Nixon in office. They 
pulled Carter from obscurity into the White 
House. How much influence they have in 
the Reagan administration is not yet clear. 
“That private power is so diffuse that con- 
certed action is an illusion” is what Karpel 
sees and what the Bilderbergers would 
like us to believe. But that is not the case. 
Certainly no thinking man, after seeing the 
evidence, can believe that 100 prestigious 
and powerful men would meet year after 
year in secrecy to discuss yesterday's 
news. Also, it is hard to believe that not 
a single major news organization would 
report on the agenda of such a rarefied 
meeting or, at least, protest the secrecy, 
fuming about the “‘public’s right to know.” 
This is not intellectual sluggishness. This 
is Outright complicity on the part of the me- 
dia to aid the Bilderbergers’ plans for con- 
trol. 

(4) This all points to one question: just 
what are the ends of the Bilderbergers? 
Prince Bernhard of the Netherlands, cre- 
ator of the Bilderbergers (at the Hotel de 
Bilderberg in Oosterbeek in 1954), made 
no effort to hide the fact that the ultimate 


goal of the Bilderbergers is a world gov- 
ernment. But a world government under 
what auspices? When 100 powerful men 
meet in closed, secret sessions, this is not 
democracy in action. This is oligarchy. 
“That a private group should do its best 
to exercise its share of power is not a 
scandal, but the essence of our system.” 
True. But these are not ordinary men, and 
Bilderberg is not your ordinary men’s 
club. 

(5) While Karpel did an admirable job 
of investigative reporting on Bilderberg, 
his conclusion that there is no one in con- 
trol only serves to undo what he did. Is it 
mere fate that George W. Ball, Gardner 
Cowles, John H. Ferguson, Robert D. 
Murphy, Shepard Stone, James P. Zeller- 
bach, Emilio Collato, Arthur H. Dean, Ga- 
briel Hauge, C. D. Jackson, George 
Nebolsine, Dean Rusk, and Walter Bedell 
Smith are some of the past or present 
members of the Bilderberg Committee 
and are or were members of the Council 
on Foreign Relations? All these men and 
many more have had very high jobs in all 
phases of government. Might not the Bil- 
derbergers, in their general conference, 
de reviewing their last season's perfor- 
mance and in their smaller, more secretive 
meetings (which Karpel probably was not 
privy to) be planning next season’s goals? 
And not necessarily for anyone’s good ex- 
cept their own. 

(6) These Bilderbergers are attempting 


to control the foreign policy of the United 
States and each of their respective coun- 
tries. They have the muscle, the money, 
and the organization to put their plans into 
action. The fact that they have been un- 
reported for 27 years is proof of their 
strength, not of their weakness. Some 
might call this the ‘conspiracy theory of 
history’’ and dismiss it out of hand. But it 
is not accidental, which is the only alter- 
native to the conspiracy theory, that so 
many men in government belong to one 
of these very reticent groups, regardless 
of their political affiliation. Draw your own 
conclusions.—Matthew B. Alig, Terre 
Haute, Ind. 


Falwell’s letter 
| found the copy of Jerry Falwell’s letter to 
his contributors, which you printed in your 
May 1981 issue, quite interesting and up- 
setting as well. 

First, | voted for Ronald Reagan be- 
cause of political beliefs, not because of 
any special-interest groups. | don't blame 
President Reagan for beginning to dis- 
tance himself from these religious extrem- 
ists. Second, and finally, when will these 
empty-headed people finally realize that 
these television evangelists are really 
preaching for only one thing (it’s not for 
God), for money, and when will they ever 
realize that these people are trying to take 
them for everything they have?—Name 
and address withheld 


Space technology 


You're looking at the incredible Aiwa M-501 Mini Component System. An audio 
system whose technology is so advanced, size is immaterial. Only efficiency counts. 
instead of trying to impress you with oversized, overcomplicated components, the 
Aiwa M-501 Mini Component System leaves you with just one impression: 


awesome performance. 


And with Aiwa, technology doesn’t quit with performance. It just begins. Nearly 
every function in the Aiwa M-501 Mini Component System can be activated by 
Aiwa’'s unique infrared remote control. It can also be programmed to turn on 
by itself, record by itself, even change up to 6 preset tuner channels by itself. 


Just about all you have to do, is buy it. 


The incredible Aiwa M-501-Mini Component System. It's that advanced. 


It's that simple. 


_ AIWA 
| SIMPLY ADVANCED 


For more information, write: 


Aiwa America Inc Oxford Dr, 
Moonachie, New 07074, 
In Canada, Shriro (Canada) Ltd. 


Brewed & Packaged by: Cerveceria Cuauhtemoc, S.A. Monterrey, N 


WORED CLASS 
BY ITSELF 


The very nature of a masterpiece is that it is 
singularly removed from the ordinary. To taste 
Bohemia is to know an imported beer unlike any 
other. For it is brewed in the meticulous tradition 
of the artist, using the rare commodity of time. 
We invite you to enjoy the excellence of Bohemia. 


APORT SALES CO., INC. Irvine, Ca. 92714 


Created with a care known nowhere = in the world. 


The Samurai sword was mad fronts tama: ha agane, 

an extremely pure steel refined:front ifon’sand. It was 
painstakingly forged, cut.and’doubled 15 times, 
resulting in over 30,000: sandwiched layers. The 

final forging was sheathed in various: thicknesses of clay 
so it cooled at various rates when’ quenched, fixing the 
blade’s unique qualities—a soft cofe, less.apt to break, 
anda hard razor edge capable of cutting through armor of 
steel. In short, a perfect balance of contradictory qualities. 


Produced and Bottled by Suntory L Limit ih 
Osaka & Tokyo, Japan 


Banzai Imported Vodka, 
through exquisite care in its creation, has also 
achieved a perfect balance worthy of your attention. 


Crystal pure. Serenely smooth. Supremely rewarding. 


Like the blade of tama-hagane, it was created with 
a care known nowhere else in the world. 


Banzai:.Imported Vodka. 
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“WHERE JAMES BOND 
SHOPS... CCS” 


Fortune Magazine July 29, 1980 


THIS EQUIPMENT USED BY JAMES BOND 
IN HIS LATEST SPY NOVEL, [ICENSE RENEWED! 


¢ Removable bullet proof exterior. Super lightweight 


© Telephone Scrambler to make your 
conversation indecipherable to eavesdroppers 


e Tap Alert lets you know 
if your telephone conversation is bugged 


¢ Pocket sized 
night viewing device to see in total darkness 


© Sweep your telephone 
systems to detect 
wiretaps and phone bugs 


© Electronic detection of 
explosive vapors 


e Analyze a person's 
voice electronically to 
detect truth and deception 
¢ Flash the Security Blanket 
at an oncoming attacker. A high 
powered beam temporarily blinds 
and stuns with no physical harm 


e If the briefcase is stolen or r( 


. - Y 
grabbed, a screaming siren £ JX 
will automatically sound eye 


¢ Protect your privacy! This tiny signal light warns 


you of an electronic bugging device or tape recorder WN a 


in your presence 


X es / 
* Monitor your conversation for six incredible hours * Any item in the 
af Trionic Briefcase 008 


can be purchased separately. 


© Even if you're kidnapped, this electronic transmitter 
can track you down 


Send $25 (refundable against purchase) for CCS catalog and 
comprehensive report on anti-bugging and anti-wiretapping. 


= CCS Communication Control, Inc. 


ie 
| CCS Communication Control, Inc. 633 Third Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017 PH 1 
NewYork 633 Third Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017 (212) 697-8140 TX: 238720 | Enclosed is my $25. Please rush me your catalog and report 
| 
| 
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Beverly Hills 9465 Wilshire Blvd., Beverly Hills, Ca. 90212 (213) 274-6256 COMPANY 
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Toronto 94 Cumberland, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M5R 1A3 (416) 968-9014 ADDRESS 

London 62S. Audley St., London WI England 01-629-0223 TX: 8814709 ——— a 
Paris 42 Avenue George V, Paris, France 720-3961 ZIP 

Houston (713) 870-1052 
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...and a starving space program. 


Despite growing public support, our 
space program is dying. Every week 
a new pro-space group forms. 
Millions avidly watch as NASA’s 
probes scout the endless frontier. 
Many more pay to see space dramas 


like Star Wars and Close Encounters. 


Yet the politicians starve NASA. 
Programs that explore our universe, 
strengthen our economy, and 
improve our lives are delayed, 
deferred, defeated. Why? The budget 
cutters don’t think we care about 
our space program. They see NASA’s 
funding as a painless place to trim 
the budget. 


Hp eS Last year, 8,000 people 

f mai \, dug into their pockets to 
he, feed a starving robot— 
Y the Viking lander on Mars. 


% 


They contributed to the Viking Fund, 
and today their money is helping to 
pay the costs of receiving and 


analyzing Viking’s data. Their 
donations will help scientists better 
understand Mars and thereby our 
Earth. 


For a few bucks; you too can explore 
Mars. Send your tax deductible 
contribution to the Viking Fund ($1 
minimum), and you'll receive regular 
updates on the results made possible 
by your contribution. You'll be 
helping a starving robot and telling 
the politicians to start feeding our 
space program. 


THE VIKING FUND -° 357 Saratoga Avenue - Santa Clara, CA 95050 
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Holly fan 

| just finished reading the short story 
‘Touring,”’ by Gardner Dozois, Jack 
Dann, and Michael Swanwick (April 
1981). | am an avid Buddy Holly fan and 
found the story to be terrific. Though 
there were times when | felt the three writ- 
ers were not so accurate as they could 
have been in their depiction of Holly, Pres- 
ley, and Joplin, the idea of one last concert 
is a great fantasy. The accompanying il- 
lustration by Debbie Kuhn is excellent 
also. Rock on!—Name and address with- 
held 


Horror show 
James Reston, Jr., should be commended 
on his fine writing 
style. His horror 
story, ‘‘Our Father 
Who Art in Hell’’ 
(May 1981), is not 
only a page out of 
H. P. Lovecraft but 
also superbly writ- 
ten. —Dan Ryan, 


act at all or to praise and defend him. The 
one California exception was New West 
magazine, which did the exposé that 
drove Jones out of San Francisco. 

| spent seven years (1972-79) as a la- 
bor columnist for the Chicago Tribune and 
20 years prior to that working at various 
factory jobs. It is the prior experience that 
gave me the common sense to keep the 
blood off my typewriter and my instincts 
street-smart enough to spot a phony, 
bloodthirsty ogre whether from the Right 
or Left. 

Those with college degrees and upper- 
class backgrounds are too often street 
dumb and ideologically fashionable. It was 
a fatal combination for the victims of Jones- 


Do You Read 
Small Ads Like This? 


| can see where we all, myself included, 
are guilty of many things. My grandmoth- 
ers people were slaughtered so that 
some people in power could take their 
land. Then the Indians were expected to 
be grateful for the small portions given 
back to them—land that was their own in 
the first place. The conditions of misery 
and poverty that began then still exist to- 
day. Perhaps if the people in power can- 
not handle the land and resources that 
they stole, they should try giving it back 
to the original Americans.—T.L., Loda, Ill. 


After reading the interview with Russell 
Means, | came away with a great admira- 
tion for the man and a better understand- 
ing of our history 
and the American 
Indian. | don’t think 
any words can ex- 
press my sadness 
at the treatment of 
these people, and 
| only hope that 
these past injus- 


Farmington, N.M. 


The tragedy of 
Jonestown could 
have been pre- 
vented years be- 
fore right in San 
Francisco by a lo- 
cal or national me- 
dia exposure. 
Critical segments 
of the media have 
become so cap- 
tive to a liberal ide- 
ology which holds 
to the dictum ‘‘No 
enemies to the 
Left’ that they 
have become vir- 
tually useless in 
relation to  any- 
thing emanating 
from the Left. If Jim 
Jones had been a 
right-wing _ spell- 
binder, the media 
would have ex- 
posed him long 
before Jonestown 


As part of an advertising program 
we will give a pair of genuine dia- 
mond stud earrings to every 
reader of this publication who 
reads and responds to this printed 
notice before Midnight, Nov. 30, 
for the sum of $5 plus $1 ship- 
ping and handling. There is 
no further monetary obligation. 
[Each diamond of the pair is a 


genuine .25 pt 10-facet round dia- | 


mond and will be accompanied 
by our Certificate of Authenti- 


city to that effect.] This adver- | 


tising notice is being placed 
simultaneously in other publica- 
tions. If you see it in more than 
one publication, please let us 
know, as this information is 
helpful to us. Should you wish to 
return your earrings you may do 
So at any time to the address be- 


} 


low and receive a full refund. 
There is a limit of one (1) pair of 
diamond earrings per address, 
but if your request is made be- 
fore Nov. 22, you may request a 
second pair by enclosing an addi- 
tional $5 plus $1 shipping and 
handling. No request will be ac- 
cepted past the dates noted 
above; your uncashed check will 
be returned if postmarked later 
than those dates. Please enclose 
this original notice with your re- 
quest; photocopies will not be ac- 
cepted. Send appropriate sum to- 
gether with your name and ad- 
dress to: ABERNATHY & CLOSTHER, 
LTD., Diamond Earring Adver- 
tising Program, Dept. 746-6, 
Box 1310, Westbury, New York 
11590. 
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tices can some- 
how be rectified. 
To Mr. Means, 
all | can say is that 
| respect him and 
admire his dedica- 
tion to his beliefs. 
In the world today 
way too many quit 


when the going 
gets rough, but 
Mr. Means has 


shown a rare type 
of courage in 
his speaking out 
against the major- 
ity.—Greg Kerr, 
Richmond, Va. 


My heartiest con- 
gratulations on the 
issues Penthouse 
raised in the inter- 
view with Russell 
Means. Being of 
Indian blood my- 
self, | am interest- 
ed in finding out 


Totalitarian instincts 
ought to be confronted, whether in a Rev. 
Jerry Falwell on the Right or in a Jim Jones 
on the Left. 

Jones was allowed to con a media that 
was all too willing to be conned. One says 


(as they should). 


“socialism,’’ and suddenly reporters’ 
eyes glaze over and critical faculties are 
replaced by a mawkish reverence for ev- 
erything that follows. If one-tenth of what 
was written after the Jonestown horror 
had been written sooner, the tragedy 
would never have happened. 

What, in fact, was James Reston, Jr., 
doing before Jonestown? Would he have 
reacted as the San Francisco media did 
when confronted with the craziness of Jim 
Jones? Which, essentially, was not to re- 


town and surely will be for other victims to 
come. The news media in the San Francis- 
co area cannot plead ignorance, nor can 
its politicians (Ryan excepted), when Jim 
Jones spent a great deal of time stroking 
their left ids—Mike Lavelle, Chicago, Ill. 


The American Indian 

| thought the interview with Russell Means 
(April 1981) concerning the oppression of 
the American Indian and the rape of the 
mother earth was one of the most impor- 
tant articles your magazine has ever pub- 
lished. 

My great-grandmother was a full-blood- 
ed Cherokee Indian, and in my eyes she 
was a true American. My father once 
wrote to me that “'life is just a trial,"’ and 


more about the 
American Indian Movement. Would you 
be able to provide an address? Thank 
you.—Alan Brown, Detroit, Mich. 


For information on the American Indian 
Movement write to Black Hills Alliance, 
Box 2508, Rapid City, S.D. 57709 


Pro-child 

This is my first letter to your magazine, but 
after having read Emily Prager’s article ‘In 
Praise of Child Substitutes” (April 1981), 
| had to respond. After the first paragraph 
| felt anger and amazement welling up in- 
side me and—as | read on—resentment! 
Whata selfish person this Ms. Prager must 
be! But everyone has freedom of speech; 


so |'m having mine. 
- CONTINUED ON PAGE 159 
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e! think you should let your husband 
help you explore lesbian love. 
You might be surprised to discover that 
your fantasy is his fantasy, too.® 


VIERA HOLLANDER 


CALL ME MADAM 


LETTER OF THE MONTH 

| would like to relate a story 
that may be of interest to 
some of your female readers 
who, like me, have had an ar- 
dent admirer for a long time 
but for one reason or another 
never pursued the friendship 
any further. 

| am an attractive married 
woman, approaching 30, and 
had never had an extramari- 
tal affair. For the last couple 
of years I've had the occasion 
to see this guy generally 
about once a week during my 
lunch hour. Although Harry is 
considerably older than | am, 
he is quite good-looking and 
has a marvelous physique, 
which is accented by a gor- 
geous, firm fanny. Although 
he made it quite obvious that 
he found me sexually attrac- 
tive, our relationship never 
got off dead center, partly be- 
cause of his respect for me 
and the fact that he is related to my husband's side of the family. 
But mostly it was hesitation on my part as to whether | should 
encourage him, even though | had fantasized balling him many 
times. As time went on, | found myself thinking about him more 
and more and looking forward each week to seeing him. Then 
| began to ask myself how in the world | could consider myself 
a liberated woman if | didn't have the guts to pursue an affair with 
someone | had really grown to care for. So | decided to do some- 
thing about it. 

Inviting him to my place would have been too obvious and risky, 
so | came up with the idea of telling him that we were thinking 
of remodeling our kitchen and that | would like to get some ideas 
by looking at his kitchen, which is very modern. Of course, | left 
it up to him to invite me when his wife was away. This was all the 
encouragement he needed, and arrangements were made for the 
following week. | had an hour or so to freshen up after work. After 
| had primped and prettied my body with the best perfume, | was 


putting on a pair of lace pant- 
ies when | thought, ‘What the 
heck, why not go all the way?" 
So! discarded the panties and 
put on my sexiest satin garter 
belt, of lush lace, over a wick- 
ed red G-string. Then | put on 
my ultrasheer stockings and 
spike heels along with my 
most revealing split skirt, 
which would show my legs to 
their fullest advantage. 

When | arrived at Harry's 
house, | was a bundle of 
nerves but in a few moments 
Harry made me feel right at 
home. He asked me to ex- 
cuse his appearance, as he 
had just showered after mow- 
ing his lawn. (All he was wear- 
ing was a cute pair of white 
terry cloth jogging shorts.) | 
told him | didn’t mind a bit. He 
invited me to take a seat on the 
sofa, and as he crossed the 
room to get me a drink, | 
couldn't help admiring his 
body. My eyes were roving over his lean, lithe, perfectly propor- 
tioned anatomy, from his broad shoulders right on down to a slim 
waist and the sexiest buns you could ever lay eyes on. He really 
had it all together, was so sensual. Yet with it all, he still maintained 
a certain boyish charm, retaining an air of innocence. 

When he returned with the drinks, he seated himself directly 
across the room from me. | had crossed my legs and arranged 
my skirt to show off my legs. The couch was low, so | knew he 
was getting a good shot. | didn't realize how much | was getting 
to him until just before we got up to go to the kitchen. He had been 
sitting with his knees close together while we talked, but when he 
spread his legs just before we got up, | nearly flipped. There was 
a good three to four inches of fat cock hanging out of his shorts. 
As we walked to the kitchen, | was still a little weak in the knees, 
thinking about that snatch-pleaser | had just seen. | had a hard time 
concentrating on Harry's explanation of how the cabinet space, 
counter space, appliances, and plumbing had been arranged to 


All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send to 
Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied. 
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get the maximum use of the available 
space. 

When | looked up at the ceiling light fix- 
ture, | bumped right into him. He put his 
arms around me and pulled me closer, 
and | could feel his nice, hard erection 
pressing through my skirt into the crease 
between my cheeks. Then he turned me 
around and kissed my eager lips, and our 
tongues entwined in a deep kiss. When we 
finally parted to catch our breath, he told 
me how long he had wanted me and | told 
him how many times | had thought of him, 
too. We settled on the sofa in the living 
room. 

By this time | could see even more of 
his plump dick protruding from his shorts, 
but he began moving down my body with 
his tongue. When he got to my waist, he 
removed my skirt and told me how beau- 
tiful my legs were. Then he spread them 
slightly, and after playing with my calves 
and inner thighs, he slipped my G-string 
down. By this time | was building to a fe- 
verish pitch. He knelt between my legs 
and began to tantalize me with his tongue. 
Just when | could hardly stand it any more, 
he slipped his hands under my undulating 
cheeks and started to tickle my now fully 
exposed, pulsating clit with his talented 
tongue. Soon | was throwing my body all 
over the place and gasping for air as Harry 
struggled to stay with me. Suddenly my 
legs tightened around him in a viselike 
grip as | trembled and quivered delicious- 


ly, losing all control and exploding in a fan- 
tastic orgasm. | could fee! my hot pussy 
juices drooling down the crack of my fan- 
ny and running down my leg as he nuzzled 
between my legs and told me how beau- 
tiful he thought my pussy was and how he 
loved kissing it. 

| reached over and grabbed his cock, 
which by now was really sticking out... 
and what a handful! | could barely encircle 
it with my fingers. | squeezed it a couple 
of times and coaxed him to stand up and 
remove his shorts. When he stood up with 
his back toward me and dropped his 
shorts, | marveled at this man's beautiful 
body. It was a sight to behold! 

| knelt in front of him and turned him to- 
ward me, getting my first good look at his 
prick. It was long and thick and so heavy 
it didn’t stick straight out but hung at about 
a 45-degree angle, and it was not circum- 
cised! | put both my hands on it, and there 
was plenty left over; and when! pulled the 
foreskin back, it exposed the most beau- 
tiful, big, pink head you could imagine. 
What a thrill it was to watch that enormous 
pink glans pop out each time | stroked his 
staff! | could see right away there was no 
way | could deep-throat him, so | began 
by placing one hand around the base of 
his penis and the other hand on top, still 
leaving three inches uncovered. | started 
stroking the underside with my tongue and 
gradually managed to wrap my lips over 
the head, but it sure was a mouthful! The 


“Now let's get this straight—you want us to cut the ends of our dicks off?” 
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clean and fragrant taste of his bath soap 
permeated my lips and tingled my tongue, 
and the lovely, silky texture of his glans 
was just indescribable, not the least bit 
like my husband's tough, circumcised 
skin. Each time my eager lips would circle 
his engorged head, a quiver of pleasure 
would shoot through his entire shaft. Then 
| would let my lips slide off the tip with my 
tongue trailing the underside. | discovered 
that by my squeezing at the base of his 
shaft, his cock became even larger and as 
hard as a rock. Occasionally | would re- 
lease him completely, and while | fondled 
his balls and the cheeks of his lovely ass, 
his dong would flop against my face. | be- 
came so enthralled by the pre-come ooz- 
ing from the slit that | took the tip of my 
finger and spread it all around the head, 
making it glisten like a polished apple. 

Finally, he said he couldn't stand any 
more and asked me if | was ready. | was 
already creaming, and before he could 
make a move, | quickly slid the ottoman 
against the sofa, jumped up, pushed him 
down onit, and straddled him. He held his 
cock until | could position myself directly 
over it, and | slowly eased my palpitating 
pussy over the head of his cock and start- 
ed moving with circular motions. Each 
time around, my now swollen clit rubbing 
on that massive head started to make me 
delirious, and | took more and more of his 
cock up my love canal. | was also in for 
another thrill: with each up-and-down mo- 
tion, my pussy was gripping his foreskin, 
and | could feel it sheathing and unsheath- 
ing that lovely head inside my steaming 
snatch. Before | knew what was happen- 
ing, he stood up while we were still cou- 
pled, turned, placed my bottom on the 
ottoman, put a pillow under my head, put 
one leg over each shoulder, and really 
started giving it to me. | was positioned so 
that | could see that pussy-tamer of his 
splitting my creaming cunt. His dong was 
nice and fat, and my vaginal muscles had 
no trouble clenching him when he would 
pause in his delicious probing. | relished 
every delectable morsel of magnificent 
meat. As we got hotter by the moment, he 
nailed my grinding ass to the ottoman and 
really poured his cock to me, ramming it 
up to his balls in a frenzy. And just when 
! would be on the brink, he'd stop and 
twitch his love muscle inside me, making 
it feel even bigger and vibrating my nerve 
endings. | was dizzy with orgasmic thrills 
and lust. Even afterward, before the cre- 
scendo of our emotions had simmered 
down, my toes twitched uncontrollably as 
we lay relaxing. 

After we had gotten ourselves together, 
Harry invited me back to the kitchen for 
a cup of coffee. He asked me what | liked 
most about the kitchen. | giggled and told 
him | liked the plumbing but would like to 
come back and take some measure- 
ments. He smiled and said he thought it 
could be arranged. 

As | slowly drove home that night, | 
found myself subconsciously rubbing my 
pussy on the car seat. Then | smiled as 


| thought to myself that poor little proper, 
prim, and indecisive me, who couldn't 
make up her mind, almost missed out on 
the most spectacular love session of her 
life. So, ladies, take it from me. If you have 
a longtime admirer who is gentle and sen- 
sitive, try it... you may love itl—F.H.K. 


What is this | read about circumcised 
cocks being tough? It is not as if circum- 
cised men start developing calluses on 
their cocks’ heads. | can mention a few 
advantages of circumcision, such as in- 
stant cleanliness. But those men who still 
have the foreskin will tend to lubricate 
quicker, and the surprise element of un- 
wrapping the head is, of course, exciting. 

| have come across only one man who 
could give me a superb striptease—with 
a teasing, wrap-around sarong barely 
covering his suntanned body—and that 
man was my own husband, of all people. 
| guess | have been lucky that the man | 
love also happens to be the most sensual 
turn-on I've met, and I've had quite a few 
lovers, both before and after him. Un- 
fortunately, we see each other only a few 
months a year, but that, too, has its charm, 
because we never suffer from dull mo- 
ments. Our sex life has always been new 
and fresh, even when we were living to- 
gether. And he is Jewish and therefore cir- 
cumcised, but there are no complaints 
whatsoever regarding penis insensitivity. 

As far as the love sessions with your 


longtime admirer go, | suggest you let 
those affairs keep their excitement. Don't 
overdo it. Keep it to surprise meetings 
rather than scheduling sessions in ad- 
vance. 


DREAM LADY 
| want to tell you about a fantasy that is 
actually driving me nuts. Don’t ask me 
where | got it from; | don't know. I've been 
married for a year. My husband is won- 
derful, and we have what you can call a 
fantastic sex life. 

Here is my fantasy. 

| keep dreaming about making love to 
a beautiful young lady. | see myself sitting 
there with her, smoking a little dope, and 
having a glass of wine, and, of course, the 
candles are lit. We're talking, listening to 
mellow music, having a good time. Then 
| notice how horny | am. | look at her and 
find her wonderful. Her eyes are shining. 
Her lips are wet. When she speaks, | can 
see her beautiful little pink tongue inside 
her mouth. We start talking about things 
we enjoy to do, and suddenly we're talk- 
ing about sex. She tells me how she loves 
to kiss and caress somebody, and | feel 
my pussy getting hot and wet as a strange 
heat starts to burn from deep down inside 
my belly. My nipples stick out even more 
than usual. | can feel them aching for 
some sweet attention. 

Unable to control myself, | get closer to 
her, so close than! can smell her soft per- 


fume. We're still talking, and | tell her how 
beautiful she looks. She starts laughing. 
When she laughs, she bends down a little 
bit—just enough for me to see her tits 
moving freely underneath her blouse. 
That's when | realize that they are almost 
as hard as mine! 

| look up at her and she is smiling at me 
in a soft, inviting way. Right then, | know 
that she wants me as much as | want her. 
So | smile back and, kissing her, tell her 
that I, too, love to kiss and caress some- 
one. In a whisper, she asks me to caress 
her and to keep on talking to her. Slowly, 
| lift up her skirt and tell her how beautiful 
her legs are, how her white panties make 
her skin look golden-brown. Her skin is 
soft, and | can see how much my words 
are turning her on. 

| slowly caress her leg as | move toward 
her pussy. Oh, how nice and wet! Without 
taking her panties off, | press and pull on 
her clitoris. And there she is, moaning, 
searching for my mouth. Then she puts 
her magic fingers on my pussy and plays 
with it in such a way that | start wondering 
if my little cunt might explode. | get her 
blouse undone, and her beautiful breasts 
are a promise of pleasure. Without wait- 
ing, | take those beautiful mountains in my 
mouth, licking, sucking, until she has a cli- 
max. By this time she has finished un- 
dressing me. She teases me by putting 
her fingers inside me, then pulling them 
out. She continues masturbating me, 
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There’s never been a feature and a performance 
package like the Sansui 5900Z Stereo Receiver. The 
5900Z features fool-proof, push button synthesized 
digital tuning with frequency indicated both on a digital 
readout and by an LED indicator along an analog type 
dial. With touch button volume control and LED peak 
power level indicator, 12 pre-set station memory, and a 
dependable, powerful DC-Servo amp, the new Sansui 
5900Z is designed and built with a loving logic that can 


be seen, touched and heard. 
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THE DREAM RECEIVER BY SANSUI 


Visit your Sansui dealer and see all of the wonder- 
ful Sansui “Z” receivers. And expect great things. 
That's what Sansui’s dreams are made of. 


SANSUI ELECTRONICS CORP. 
Lyndhurst, New Jersey 07071 - Gardena,Ca. 90247 
SANSUI ELECTRIC CO., LTD., Tokyo, Japan 
SANSUI AUDIO EUROPE S.A, Antwerp, Belgium 
In Canada: Electronic Distributors 


75 watts/channel, min. RMS, both channels into 8 ohms, 
from 20-20,000 Hz, with no more than 0.03% THD, 


making me come as she puts another fin- 
ger up my ass. Fantastic! 

Then | wake up, soaking wet and horny 
as hell. So my husband, who doesn’t 
know anything about my fantasies, has 
enough blowjobs and sex parties to sat- 
isfy three men! 

| don’t know whether | should tell him 
about my desires or not. After | try it alone, 
he could probably join us. It wouldn't be 
human to refuse him such a delight.— 
L.D.C. 


Double your pleasure, double your fun! 
There is nothing nicer, in my opinion, than 
to be totally bisexual and thus enjoy the 
best of both worlds. | think you should at- 
tempt to make your fantasy come true, but 
| think you should let your husband help 
you the first time you explore lesbian love. 
You will probably feel more relaxed. And 
you might be surprised to find out that your 
fantasy is his fantasy, too! 


SO HOT IT SHOOTS 
| am a 30-year-old serviceman who has 
been around the world twice, and | have 
enjoyed women from many different 
lands. It is rare for me nowadays to expe- 
rience much extraordinary in the way of 
sex, with the exception of the S&M scene, 
which | am not into. But | had an aston- 
ishing experience, overseas, and it was 
with an American woman. 

| had just arrived in the country and 
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started my processing, and | decided to 
visit a local club that night. The club was 
dark, with only three or four people in it. 
There was a woman seated alone at the 
bar. She seemed a bit overdressed, wear- 
ing a dark-brown wool skirt and sweater 
that perfectly complemented her dark hair 
and deep-brown eyes. She appeared to 
be about 25 and had a lithe figure, with 
long legs. 

| sat down beside her and ordered two 
drinks. After some heated talking and 
kissing, she melted into my arms, and we 
sat silently for several minutes before she 
got up to get her coat. As we departed, 
| noticed that all eyes in the club were fol- 
lowing us out the door. 

We walked down the street to where an 
ambulance was parked, in a well-lit area 
right next to the headquarters duty office. 
Even inside the ambulance, with the door 
closed, | could hear the muffled conver- 
sations coming from the duty office. 

| quickly jerked her panties down, threw 
her heels over my head, and dove in. She 
began slowly rotating her hips and shortly 
began bucking wildly. | moved from her 
clit to her pussy, rolled my tongue, and be- 
gan to rapidly tongue-fuck her until | 
thought she was going to rock the ambu- 
lance over. She was squeezing my head 
between her thighs and was banging me 
in the nose as she was rubbing her clit. 
Then her whole body tensed. She raised 
her ass high off the stretcher, screamed, 


RE-ELECT 
SENATOR 
SAACKWORTH 


“Is this your first taste of politics, Miss Farthingham?"' 
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and quickly forced my head out of the 
way. When she came, she actually 
spewed love juices from her pussy. The 
collar of my coat was covered with her dis- 
charge. 

I've experienced women who can ex- 
pand and contract their vaginas during or- 
gasm, normally producing nothing but air. 
I've even encountered women who can 
squeeze the come out after I've unloaded 
in them. But | have never witnessed a 
“gusher"’ that actually outwardly explod- 
ed. The sight of this almost made my cock 
burst the zipper right off my pants. 

She maneuvered around so that she 
was lying on her back, with her head 
hanging off the end of the stretcher, look- 
ing upside down and toward the back of 
the ambulance. | lowered my pants and 
mounted her in sort of a 69 position, with 
me kneeling on the floor. When she took 
my swollen meat into her mouth, | thought 
| was going to explode right then. After a 
little licking, she swallowed my entire dick 
up to my balls and began to hum. Then 
she unexpectedly slipped her finger in my 
ass, and | felt as if | grew another two inch- 
es. The sensation was incredible. My bare 
butt was slamming against the frosted rear 
window on each upstroke, and the sensa- 
tion of banging my dick into a humming 
throat on each downstroke was just too 
much. 

Just as | was about to unload, she 
clamped down hard on the base of my 
dick with her teeth, so hard that | thought 
she was going to bite it off. At the same 
time she slapped my balls with her finger 
which made the desire to come complete- 
ly out of the question. | was in agony at 
this point, and, like | told you, I’m not into 
pain. 

She massaged my balls tenderly for a 
few moments and stroked my dick several 
times before moving around into a doggie 
position. She was lying face down on the 
stretcher, with her knees on the floor and 
her beautiful ass raised high towards me. 
She took some of the love juices from her 
pussy and wet her ass and guided me into 
position. She seemed awfully tight, but 
after a few seconds of rotating her hips, 
she bore down and took me in in one long, 
steady thrust. She cried out, and my entire 
body shook. | began to hump her wildly, 
and she wriggled and gasped with each 
stroke. She had managed to move off the 
stretcher slightly so that the wooden carry- 
handle was directly on her clit. She tensed 
all over and bucked wildly, and we both 
came together. | could feel her hot juices 
spewing on my balls and dripping down 
onto my thighs. It seemed as if | must have 
shot a quart of come into her ass, as | 
jerked and shot for what seemed an eter- 
nity. After every spasm | drove my prick 
deeper into her ass and just kept coming. 
She was like a wild animal. 

| think that the memory of that moment 
will linger in my mind for years to come. 

I've discussed this girl’s activities with 
others, and everyone agrees that they 
have never encountered any woman who 
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Betsy Gonzalez, fashion designer, 
with her brother and partner, 
Ausbert Gonzalez. 

People everywhere are discovering 
that the rum Bloody Mary possesses a 
smoothness and refinement you won't 
find in the vodka version. 

White rum also mixes marvelously 
with tonic or soda. And makes an 
exquisite dry martini. 

Why? Because every drop of Puerto 
Rican white rum, by law, is aged atleast 
one full year. And when it comes to 
smoothness, aging is the name of the game. 


Hint: For more zip and zest in your 


Bloody Mary, use a fresh scallion as 
your stirrer. 


Make sure the rum is Puerto Rican. 
The Puerto Rican people have been 

making rum for almost five centuries. 

Their specialized skills and dedication 
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and purity. No wonder over 85% 

of the rum sold in this country 

comes from Puerto Rico. ! 
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Aged for smoothness and taste. 


For free “Light Rums of Puerto Rico” recipes, 
write Puerto Rican Rums, Dept. H-4 

1290 Avenue of the Americas, N.Y., N.Y. 10102. 
© 1980 Government of Puerto Rico. 


actually exploded when she came or any- 
one who gives a “‘humming deep-throat.” 
Did we find the one in a million? What is 
your assessment of this situation?—A.D. 


That humming deep-throater sure must 
have been a hot number. | wish | had been 
there to watch it all happen. 

Sticking a finger up a man’s rectum is 
a frequent practice of professional ladies 
of the night, especially when the man’s or- 
gasm is taking too long to come by. Lately, 
it has become more in vogue among 
horny amateurs, as it stimulates the pros- 
tate gland and can make a man came al- 
most instantly. The roughing-up job she 
did on your cock is just another variation 
of Masters and Johnson's squeeze tech- 
nique, if less than gently performed. The 
result, however, was the same: it left you 
breathless and most probably speech- 
less, and it also stopped you from having 
a premature ejaculation. So, it served a 
good purpose. 

Does a woman actually have a liquid 
ejaculation? | had always believed this to 
be a myth until | received a letter from a 
well-known American sexologist, who 
wrote: “| went to a convention of the 
American Association of Sex Educators, 
Counsellors and Therapists in Washing- 
ton, D.C. We were advised that women 
have a prostate that when stimulated, 
ejaculates. All the old pornography al- 
ways mentioned that, but modern ‘sci- 


ence’ has had its doubts. One woman 
invited a group of physicians, myself in- 
cluded, to examine her. About two centi- 
meters inside her vagina there was an 
area that felt-very different from the rest, 
especially when it was rubbed. After a 
while some clear liquid shot out of her 
uretha which obviously was not urine.” 

So, you see, not even the sexologists 
are quite sure what to make of female or- 
gasms and their ejaculations. Perhaps the 
subject will always remain a sweet mys- 
tery. 


THE FIRST TIME, AGAIN 

lam an attorney employed as an assistant 
director of a government agency in Wash- 
ington, D.C. My job involves long hours 
and considerable travel. While the latter 
has enabled me to enjoy a number of ca- 
sual affairs, it also has meant that sex with 
my wife, Joan, is usually limited to once 
or twice a week and then only on week- 
ends. Until a few months ago, | had 
thought that that frequency was sufficient 
to keep her satisfied. 

One Monday | was scheduled to leave 
town on a week-long trip. My departure 
was delayed until the following day, so | 
stayed at the office until about 7:30 P.M., 
my usual quitting time. When | arrived 
home, | noticed an unfamiliar car parked 
in front, and only the living room and bea- 
room lights were on. Deciding to investi- 
gate, | parked my car a short distance 


“Here you are, sir, in a plain brown 
wrapper: lingerie ads from Sunday's New York Times." 
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away and walked through a wooded area 
to the bedroom window. Looking inside, 
| was shocked, and yet fascinated, to see 
Joan lying completely naked on the bed 
and looking up at a smallish, though 
somewhat muscular, man clad only in 
slacks. While he stripped, Joan's gaze 
was fixed upon his crotch. Almost uncon- 
sciously, she licked her lips while manipu- 
lating her right nipple with thumb and 
index finger. 

Joan soon grabbed his sizable cock 
and began licking the big vein from the 
base to the tip. She continued kissing, nib- 
bling, and licking that fuck stick, and in no 
time she had it stiff. She was now nuzzling 
that huge shaft of meat around her face, 
occasionally stopping to actually talk to it 
as though it were a little person. 

| was surprised at Joan's obvious lust 
for his cock, since | have always had to 
ask her more than once to get her to blow 
me. She never allowed me to come in her 
mouth, but now, with his having managed 
to stuff a few inches of prick into her 
hungry mouth, her hands were a blur of 
activity on his organ. All at once his back 
stiffened, but he pulled away and laid his 
cock between Joan's ample tits. She 
grabbed her nipples and squeezed her 
mounds together while he rode her. Her 
wide-open mouth was accepting his 
thrusts as he began to come. She caught 
the first two streams in her mouth, the re- 
mainder showered her face. Joan licked 
off the last glistening stream of fluid from 
his cock and drove her tongue into his pe- 
nis hole to find more of his honey. With her 
fingers she gathered up the globs of se- 
men from her face and gobbled them 
down, too. 

After that night, my life-style changed. 
| began frequenting X-rated movies on my 
lunch hour and leaving work earlier in 
hopes of catching my wife in another fuck 
session. 

| got lucky a few weeks later. When ! 
looked though the window, Joan was sit- 
ting on his crotch, his entire shaft inside 
her pussy. She was slowly rocking back 
and forth, but soon her motions became 
more rapid. She experienced a long, vio- 
lent climax, complete with screaming and 
swearing. They continued by screwing in 
every imaginable position and ended up 
with him jerking off on her tits. She lovingly 
rubbed his juices into her jugs. They 
quickly dressed, since it was nearly time 
for me to come home. | ran back to my 
car, waited a few minutes after he left, and 
then drove up. 

As | walked into my house, all | could 
think of was sucking the come out of 
Joan's cunt. 

| met her in our bedroom as she was 
fixing the bed. She appeared slightly ner- 
vous, but! pretended not to notice. | pulled 
her onto the bed, kissed her deeply, and 
began to stroke her body through her 
clothes. When | began to remove her 
blouse, she began to protest but | disre- 
garded her. It took me a farily long time 
to strip her completely, since she didn’t 


help at all. But when | had completed the 
job, | wasted little time burying my face in 
her snatch. The taste of come was more 
delicious than! had imagined, and my dick 
was throbbing with excitement. | contin- 
ued eating her until she was dry, during 
which time she climaxed twice. When | 
was through eating, | plunged my cock 
into her pussy and gave her box a refill. 
It was a fantastic experience. 

The opportunity to act out my fantasies 
came a week later when | left town on 
business. | located a singles bar. Looking 
around, | saw a few unattached women 
and men who were engaged in kissing, 
touching, and dancing. Before long some- 
one sat down next to me. It was an attrac- 
tive woman in her late twenties. We talked 
for a short time until she bluntly asked me 
to her apartment. 

| went, and when we entered the bed- 
room of her small apartment, | was 
shocked to find a man sitting on the bed. 
She quickly introduced the man as her 
husband, Bob. They explained that al- 
though they were both bisexuals, they 
really enjoyed including another man in 
their three-ways. Paula and Bob also ex- 
plained that they were having difficulty re- 
cruiting men for their orgies, and they 
asked me to stay. Trying to remain calm, 
! told them | wasn’t sure if this was for me, 
but that I'd like to watch them for a while. 
This pleased them, and they quickly re- 
moved their clothes. 


They began their lovemaking with Bob 
caressing her tits and cunt. Paula was run- 
ning her fingernails along his prick. | was 
aching to get in there, so | quickly re- 
moved my clothes and stood there naked 
next to the bed. After asking what they 
wanted me to do, they happily told me to 
climb in bed. In a flash they were both 
sucking on my cock. It felt so good | want- 
ed it to last, but two mouths and four hands 
were too much for me. | began shooting 
my jism all over them. When they had fin- 
ished licking each other clean, | was still 
hard. Paula climbed on top of me and 
eased my rod inside her love tunnel. Bob, 
meanwhile, was kneeling over my head 
making his prick available to his wife. She 
quickly took him all the way in. While Bob 
was fucking her mouth and she was riding 
me, | was playing with her tits and staring 
up at that cock going in and out of her 
mouth. When Bob began coming, Paula 
tried to swallow it all but an ample stream 
of semen oozed out from the corner of her 
mouth and landed on my neck. With that, 
| shot my load, and Bob licked his come 
from my neck. 

We were all hot for more, but | wanted 
to watch them fuck. | enjoyed a closeup 
view of Bob’s pecker being eased into 
Paula's pussy. Her pink, puckered ass 
hole was sticking straight up. After a few 
minutes of watching, | spread her cheeks 
apart and began tonguing her rear, driving 
my tongue into her hole. 


MAKES YOU / 
FEELLIKEA 
MILLION. 


Since that fantastic night I've seen Bob 
and Paula on two other occasions, and we 
intend to get together whenever I’m in 
town. In spite of our extramarital affairs, 
Joan and | still love each other. | realize 
that our overall relationship would im- 
prove by adding some variety and excite- 
ment into our lovemaking. With this in 
mind, I’ve considered inviting another 
man or couple to join us in bed. | have not 
followed through, however, because I’m 
not sure how Joan would react to making 
it with another woman. I’m also unsure of 
how to tell her of my new sexual prefer- 
ence. Your suggestions would be greatly 
appreciated.—A.L. 


Why don't you try asking her? Obviously 
she doesn’t mind making it with another 
man. Invite one of her lovers over and sug- 
gest you have a three-way. Once you've 
shown her how liberal you are, thatis, that 
you'll share her with another man, she 
should be happy to return the favor and 
share you with another woman. 

One problem: even though you’re very 
liberal in the two-men-and-one-woman 
department, your wife may not like the 
idea of seeing her husband touching, kiss- 
ing, and sucking another man. You seem 
fairly bisexual to me, and there’s nothing 
wrong with that. But how’s your wife going 
to take the news? After all, you can’t hide 
it when you've got that second man be- 


side you in bed.Ot+—q 


MILLIONAIRE’ 


by MENNEN 


Hit REY MOKLIS TORACCO COMPA 


5 1 et Son. ws : 
jm 8 ye “tar”, 0.8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


« w 40 vas’ 
é# en 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


WIEW FROM THE TOP 


THE DECLINE OF VULGARITY 


BY MARILYN STASIO 


heard a local woman apologize to a visitor for the ostentation of 
her black-onyx swimming pool and the camel in the cabana. In that 
awful moment | realized that the country is truly going to the dogs. 

Since when has this great nation started apologizing for its vulgarity? 
The exact moment of original guilt obviously escaped me, but now that 
| look around, the signs of retribution are everywhere. 

* Elegant women are shucking their furs for down coats that make 
them look like Chinese factory workers. Movie companies are flagel- 
lating themselves for producing $30 million epic flops and vowing to 
stamp out all further displays of such gross ego indulgence. 

In Washington, the Reagans have introduced a curious kind of po- 
litical Calvinism. On the one hand, the Republican brain trust is arguing 
the austere virtues of supply-side economics and making sharp budget 
cuts in some long-cherished social-welfare programs. On the other 
hand (the one in the fur glove), Ronald Reagan and his court are pa- 
rading a personal style of opulence, which was best seen during the 
inaugural week, when guests glittered in costly designer gowns, white 
tie and tails, and enough jewelry to choke a stable of horses. 

The message seems to be: austerity for us, opulence for them. But 
even at its most la-di-da, Washington's new grandeur is never, never 
tacky. As one fashion plate put it, “It is a style that is very simple, un- 
affected, but with great elegance." With their simple diamonds and un- 
affected sables, the Reagans and their friends appear determined to 
beat down vulgarity with their bare hands. 

Before we let the new national mood of conservatism work us up 
into such a frenzy of good taste that 
we start smashing McDonald's win- 
dows and burn the author of Scru- 
ples, let's define vulgarity—and why 
we're suddenly afraid of it. 

We'd probably agree with Aldous 
Huxley that ‘vulgarity is a lowness 
that proclaims itself’ and that its 
forms of exhibitionism include ‘‘a 
certain loud self-satisfaction, a cer- 
tain thrusting and pretentious vani- 
ty." But that’s too easy. What kind 
of lowness is the question. 

When Dostoevski's characters 
describe themselves as being ‘‘vul- 
gar,” they’re not talking about aes- 
thetics or manners but about moral 
depravity. Like the wicked J.R., Dos- 
toevski’s spectacular sinners exult 
in their perversities and flaunt their 
vices On a grand scale. But when 
Shakespeare indulges in vulgarity, 
it's almost exclusively sexual. Al- 
though he generally avoids scato- 
logical humor, the poet is a million 
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laughs on the act of fornication and is extremely inventive with ribald 
names for the human sexual anatomy. (Il happen to like “potato-finger,” 
but that’s neither here nor there.) 

The point is, whether we're talking about ostentatious display, emo- 
tional excess, gaudy sin, or up-front sex, vulgarity can be a strong sign 
of life. My question is: does the new Moral Majority mood of good taste 
mean that we're just fed up with trashy fashion fads and stupid tele- 
vision sitcoms—or that we're afraid to live with a certain loud passion? 

The truth is, we're much less vulgar a nation than we used to be. 
When, for example, was the last time we built a Mount Rushmore? 
Let the taste-makers cluck away at the gross ostentation of glass sky- 
scrapers and sprawling shopping centers. In our heart of hearts, we 
know that rampant modesty has infected all civic, commercial, and pri- 
vate architectural standards. 

No publishing czar will ever again have the ego to imagine himself 
the reincarnation of Louis XIV and build a magnificent monstrosity like 
San Simeon. Banks will never again have the gall to model their in- 


Stitutions on the Florentine palaces constructed by the great Italian 


Renaissance banking families. And no gas-and-electric company will 
ever have the guts of the nineteenth-century coal baron who disman- 
tled a castle on the Rhine and took it back home to Scranton, Pa. 

| don’t mean that individual Americans aren't still trying to sin against 
taste with style. But as a country we seem to have lost the knack. God 
knows that fashion designers are trying hard to gross us out by brand- 
ing their initialed egos on our asses. But what's a bitty “YSL” mono- 
gram or Gucci shoe tassel compared with Andrew Carnegie’s carving 
his name on memorial libraries from 
coast to coast? Nowadays we watch 
Frank Perdue patting chicken asses 
on television and call him vulgar. 

Billy Carter may have raised com- 
mon rowdiness a notch or two dur- 
ing his tenure as First Brother, but 
America has long ago given up look- 
ing to its Executive Family for grand- 
scale example. LBJ was the last 
magnificent vulgarian in the classic 
mold, and we're not likely to see his 
brave likes again. Politicians of such 
heroic scale went out with Khru- 
shchev's banging his shoe at the 
United Nations, with Castro's roast- 
ing chickens in his Harlem hotel 
room, and, in this nation, with LBJ’s 
briefing cabinet members from the 
toilet seat. 

Casting farther afield than politics, 
there are simply no leaders left in 
any line who are worthy of being 
called heroically vulgar. Sports insti- 
tutions like llie Nastasi and the fe- 
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rocious Boston Bruins try to keep 
up their end of the stick. But what 
are their outbursts of petulance 
compared with the far showier 
savagery of, say, wrestling’s Gor- 
geous George, boxing’s Jake La 
Motta, or baseball's Leo (“The 
Lip’) Durocher? For that matter, 
how can such polite sports as ten- 
nis and hockey ever aspire to the 
intrinsically gaudy barbarity of 
such bygone American pastimes 
as naked-blade dueling, dog-bait- 
ing, and public hangings? 

Even when the odd public figure 
attempts to revive the fine art of 
vulgarity, the new morality shoots 
him down. A'few years ago a group 
of food critics and editors met in 
Paris for a much-publicized gour- 
met meal costing thousands. The 
shocked readers who protested 
the cost, ostentatiousness, and 
snobbery of that little party obvi- 
ously didn't realize that in the nine- 
teenth and early twentieth cen- 
turies, American ladies and 
gentlemen indulged in such meals 
at least once a week and never 
gave it a thought. That's true vul- 
garity. The contemporary gour- 
mets couldn't carry it off, because 
they did it self-consciously. (They 
didn’t even throw their scraps to 
the starving urchins crying outside 
in the snow.) 

Some might argue that tabloid 
journals like the New York Post 
are-maintaining levels of vulgarity, 
but | think their memories are 
faulty on the history of yellow jour- 
nalism. How could the Post's mod- 
est “Sam Sleeps” photo chal- 
lenge the truly spectacular 
vulgarity of the 1928 photo show- 
ing Ruth Snyder being burned 
alive in the electric chair? This 

' genuine work of yellow-journalism 
art, by the way, was taken by an 
enterprising reporter from the Chi- 
cago Tribune, who had smuggled 
a miniature camera into the execu- 
tion chamber by strapping it to his 
ankle. At the crucial moment, he 
lifted his pants cuff and clicked 
away. 

To Carol Burnett, the National 
Enquirer certainly rates as a vulgar 
tag. She's won a $1.5 million libel 
suit against the tabloid for printing 
a gossip item that implied she got 
drunk in a restaurant and picked a 
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fight with Henry Kissinger. Lined 
up behind her with similar beefs 
are such stars as Shirley Jones, 
Paul Lynde, Ed McMahon, and Ra- 
quel Weich. To them, the Enquirer 
may be scurrilous; but for genuine, 
gutter-level tastelessness, itisn’ta 
patch on the old Confidential, 
which went right for the entrails 
with charges of homosexuality, 
pederasty, and transvestism— 
charges that not only hurt the stars 
but also ruined some careers. 

To give the Enquirer the benefit 
of the doubt, it might yet match 
Confidential in vulgarity if the stars 
only gave it a chance. But people 
just don’t seem to behave as dis- 


lowness. Poor Judith Krantz does 
try hard to be vulgar, but without 
the craft-skills of a genuine writer 
(like John O'Hara), she only suc- 
ceeds in being tacky. Similarly, 
great comic vulgarians like Bert 
Lahr and the Marx Brothers would 
be deeply offended to learn that 
the honorable tradition of bur- 
lesque smut is being compro- 
mised today by the shabby likes of 
Norm Crosby and Shecky Greene. 
And television should hang its 


head in shame for thinking that the . 


pathetic display of naked female 
flesh it peddles can ever challenge 
the glorious vulgarity of a Busby 
Berkeley movie musical or a Zieg- 


Girls, girls, girls: the glorious vulgarity of Busby Berkeley. 


gustingly as they used to. They 
don't rape girls with Coke bottles 
or travel in luxurious private rail- 
road cars, and they even seem to 
have stopped flogging the ser- 
vants. In the theater, for example, 
David Merrick might be the current 
champion for ill-bred professional 
behavior, but how can we take him 
seriously beside J. J. Shubert, who 
in the 1920s and 1930s punched 
out critics, swindled everybody he 
ever worked with, and singlehand- 
edly tried to screw every girl he 
cast in his shows? 

Turning to the popular arts, 
which try so hard to imitate life, we 
find a similar lack of high-grade 


feld Follies musical revue. 

In our newfound anxiety to 
purge the culture of whatever os- 
tentation or rustication still sur- 
vives, we might be dooming 
genuine vulgarity (in both life and 
art) to the death. 

| don't know about you, but | 
think the quality of life in America 
is diminished when we elect as 
president the type of man who 
would be ashamed to show his ap- 
pendectomy scar in public ... 
when | can't find Tiny Town on 
“The Late Show”... when Henry 
Kissinger is voted by party host- 
esses as being the most desirable 
guest in the country .. . 
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SCENES 


PIRACY ON THE HIGH C’S 


ne of the immediate fac- 
eB tors responsible for 

boosting the cost of rec- 
ords is theft. Not shoplifting, as 
one might presume, but a more in- 
conspicuous crime called bootleg- 
ging. 

After nearly 15 years of casual 
indifference to counterfeiting, ma- 
jor labels are finally admitting to 
being at the mercy of a fleet of rec- 
ord pirates whose activities, they 
contend, are considerably more 
widespread than the random “‘disc- 
criminations” of the 1960s and 
1970s, Last year alone bootleg- 
ging—or, more precisely, the theft 
of copyrighted music—cost them 
upwards of $50 million in profits. A 
few labels received more returns of 
unsold albums than were originally 
pressed. And Warner Communica- 
tions, one of the top record distrib- 
utors, has even gone so far as to 
offer $100,000 in rewards for infor- 
mation leading to the arrest and 
conviction of persons involved in 
counterfeiting records or prere- 
corded tapes. Which, as a bounty, 
seems to be several times that of- 
fered for our more run-of-the-mill 
crimes—like murder. ° 

The good news is that the im- 
portant performances of nearly 
every top recording artist are now 
available to serious fans and col- 
lectors. There are more'than 2,500 
titles currently in circulation, with 
dozens being added each month. 
And the quality of bootleg records 
has improved almost as much as 
their prices. Whereas ten years 
ago you might have been com- 


pelled to take a second mortgage 
in order to buy a 1952 Callas Mac- 
beth recorded at La Scala, today’s 
pressing might go for as little as 
eight dollars per disc. Which, ac- 
cording to enterprising pirates, is a 
steal. 

While the variety of such record- 
ings is prodigious, there are a 
number of bootleg albums that re- 
main essential to any rock or op- 
era collection. The most signifi- 
cant carry with them some flash of 
historical import, and of these op- 
era reigns supreme. 

Maria Callas kept the recording 
pirates rolling in doubloons for as 
long as she performed and remains 


Callas: pirates’ favorite. 


their number-one best-seller even 
today. Her fans, who search fran- 
tically for every little speck of re- 
cording she’s ever made, have 
been known to collect a single 
scream or gasp to complete their 
collections. The earlier bootlegs of 
her performances are of particular- 
ly poor quality. Still, they are in 
greater demand, because her voice 
was then in its prime. 

For incomparable artistry, pick 
up a hot copy of Lucia, which she 
recorded in Berlin in 1955. The 
sound quality is unusually good, 
considering the time, and contains 
one of the greatest mad scenes 
ever recorded. Soprano Assoluta, 


The Bettmann Archive, inc 


a three-record set (beautifully 
boxed by the pirates), traces the 
best years of her career, from 
1949 through the fifties. The qual- 
ity is consistent throughout, and 
the recording is a magnificent rep- 
resentation of her work. 

The bootlegging of Montserrat 
Caballe’s voice represents what 
might be the greatest challenge to 
the legitimate recording industry. 
In 1965 she made her historic 
American debut with a rendition of 
Donizetti's Lucrezia Borgia, and 
pirates had a copy on the street 
before the ink was dry on her RCA 
contract. The result was an excel- 
lent, heady production that, when 
it was made available via mail or- 
der, became an immediate under- 
ground best-seller and outsold al! 
other opera products on the mar- 
ket—including the successful RCA 
edition. Similarly, there are two 
Pirated versions of her Maria 
Stuarda still available and selling 
briskly, which RCA chose not to 
compete with by “bagging,” or for- 
feiting, its intended version. 

Judy Garland’s Annie Get Your 
Gun, recorded in Hollywood, is 
one of the all-time bootleg record- 
breakers and outsells even the 
original movie sound track. (Gar- 
land was supposed to have done 
the original film but became ill and 
was ultimately replaced by Betty 
Hutton.) Her brilliant performance 
of the sound track—an unpolished 
demo—survived, and although the 
sound quality is relatively poor, 
people still request it over a number 
of her other bootleg recordings. 
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Dylan: bootlegged recording kept spotlight on his career. 


While pirates rarely sell more 
than five or ten thousand copies of 
a particular opera, they have in- 
creasingly dealt severe financial 
blows to the rock industry. In 1979 
federal investigators turned up 
more than a million counterfeit 
copies of the sound track to 
Grease, exposing a vast bootleg- 
ging network that chipped away at 
a substantial piece of the “rock.” 
And Sam Goody's, the stolid New 
York record emporium, ina recent 
Federal Court decision, was found 
guilty of copyright infringement 
and interstate transportation of 
stolen eight-tracks and cassettes. 
Not all rock bootlegs, however, at- 
tain such criminal distinction. Most 
are impoverished productions that 
serve to fillin the unrecorded gaps 
in a performer's career. 

The most famous is Bob Dylan's 
The Great White Wonder. Record- 
ed in Woodstock, N.Y., with The 
Band, the record is responsible for 
keeping Dylan’s career in the spot- 
light while he was recuperating 
from his legendary motorcycle ac- 
cident. Though it was recorded on 
inferior home equipment and 
sounds scratchy, T@WW received 
critical attention, which prompted 
Columbia Records to release it a 
few years later as The Basement 
Tapes. A more convincing Dylan 
bootleg is Royal Albert Hall (also 
available as Zimmerman), which 
was recorded in May 1966 and is 
the complete electric half of his 
famous concert with The Band. 

If that sounds too folky for your 
tastes, there are two scarce Kinks 


David Redfern/Retna Lid 


Elvis Costello: ripofts. 


LPs guaranteed to stop your sob- 
bing. Rare Kinks is a nicely bal- 
anced combination of live and 
studio rejects with two exceptional 
singles on it: “Creeping Jean,” a 
Dave Davies song that turned up in 
different form on his solo LP; and 
“Act Nice and Gentle,” which has 
yet to appear on any Kinks album. 
Both are rock gems. And for very 
Kinky folks, there is a decent rep- 
resentation of their 1977 tour 
called Live from Winterland that 
has been making the rounds of 
“select” bootleg outlets since its 
initial appearance. 

The Grateful Deadheads seem 
to thrive on bootlegs almost as 
much as their opera counterparts 
do. There are several hundred il- 
legal recordings of the San Fran- 
cisco band in existence, and they 
are constantly being traded and 
exchanged by their fans. A con- 
tributing factor to the bulk of Dead 
piracy is that the group doesn't 
seem to care who profits from its 
tracks, often introducing live con- 
cert material with “Here’s a song 
that doesn't appear on any of our 
records, so get your tape record- 
ers ready.” 

Such is not the case with Elvis 
Costello, who is supposedly infu- 
riated by the new wave of bootlegs 
currently flooding his market. Fifty 
Million Elvis Fans Can't Be Wrong 
is a double-record set, consisting 
of both a live and a studio LP. A 
nifty takeoff on the Presley classic, 
it includes alternate takes of ‘‘Al- 
lison” and “Watching the Detec- 
tives” as well as acoustic versions 

45 


Barry Schultz/Retna Ltd. 


of “Radio Radio,” “Hoover Fac- 
tory,” and ‘‘Mystery Band.” A ren- 
dition of a tune entitled “! Wrote 
This Song” first appeared on lan 
Dury’s obsolete Kilburn and the 
High Roads LP. Another worth- 
while Costello bootleg, Honky 
Tonk Demo, originally served as 
his Columbia audition tape, and 
while not so dynamic, it has its mo- 
ments. 

Costello's producer, Nick Lowe, 
an artist in his Own right, is also 
represented by the fantastic Rock- 
pile Bootleg, on the Edinburgh la- 
bel. At the time this double set 
* emerged, Lowe and partner Dave 
Edmunds were contractually for-_ 
bidden from recording together 
because of Edmunds's existing 
Swan Song obligations. Four of the 
songs here eventually appeared 
on their first Columbia album, With 
the others, however (recorded in 
1978 at the Santa Monica Civic 
Center), this is an excellent amal- 
gam of unreleased material. 

This year’s golden fleece 
award, for piracy victimization, 
however, belongs to Bruce Spring- 
steen, who is infringed upon in no 
less than ten current albums. E 
Ticket is a sloppily assembled 
package of outtakes from Born to 
Run, it features a series of instru- 
mental tracks that were once 
scrapped and is of minimal impor- 
tance. Piéce de Résistance, a Ca- 
nadian bootleg, is taken from a 
concert at a New Jersey theater 
during the 1978 tour. It was broad- 
cast live up and down the East 
Coast, and it includes the only 
known Bruce Springsteen-per- 
formed version of “Fire.” 

For the ultimate fan, there is Box 
O'Rocks, a five-record set of hot 
Springsteen tracks and, perhaps, 
the first bootleg retrospective. It 
includes a number of songs from 
the shelved second album, includ- 
ing ‘‘Santa Anna,” “Zero and Blind 
Terry,” and “The Seaside Bar 
Song." It also features reissues of 
the early Springsteen bootlegs 
(The Jersey Devil and Hot Coals 
from the Fiery Furnace) and a live 
album called The Roxy. Originally 
pressed on multicolored vinyl, this 
lavish outpouring of illegal records 
leaves no doubt as to who the real 
Boss is.—Bob Spitz 
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FILAS . 


SECOND COMINGS 


Wa WAW hen the movie version the movie version 
of Superman opened a 
while back, one reason 


given for all the years in its making 
and the extra millions of dollars in 
expenses was that they had* al- 
ready shot almost enough footage 
for the sequel. Well, Superman II 
is now with us, and perhaps they 
were right. At least, the new movie 
looks as if it could have been shot 
in the 1970s, what with its often 
faded color, its collection of cam- 
eo appearances—Valerie Perrine, 
Ned Beatty, Susannah York—that 
seem less like new performances 
than like glimpses into some mem- 
ory album of not so long ago. 

But if the look belongs to a non- 


Reeve as Man of Steel. 


updated version of the original, the 
spirit, unfortunately, does not. As 
a sequel, it is nothing so much as 
a massive failure of nerve, a failure 
to pick up some of the really tan- 
talizing loose ends in the first film. 
Superman Il instead settles for the 
most obvious ones. When Super- 
man tosses into outer space the 
massive nuclear device with which 
a band of terrorists were about to 
blow up the Eiffel Tower, he inad- 
vertently shatters the time-space 
warp along which Ursa, Non, and 
General Zod, the arch-villains of 
Krypton, had been hurtling in their 
curious bubble-gum-card bond- 
age. Freed from confinement to 


while they are not equals. Super- 
man gives up his powers so that 
he, not Clark Kent, may love Lois 
Lane. But he gets them back again 
just in the nick of time and all con-' 
tinues on the way to Superman Ill. 

The first film in this soon-to-be 
series had a lot of wit and vigor 
and a quite surprisingly beautiful 
regard for rural America through 
the Superchild’s early years in 
Smalltown, U.S.A. Some of the Wit 
survives—in the  still-excellent 
Gene Hackman, in Christopher 
Reeve as Superman, in Margot 
Kidder as Lois Lane, in Sarah 
Douglas as a most elegant bad girl 
among the Terrible Trio from Kryp- 


John Boorman’s Excalibur: bona fide bogus King Arthur. 


two dimensions, they eventually 
alight on Earth (having heard of 
it through astronaut/mission-con- 
trol chatter, they think itis the plan- 
et “Huston’”), where, like any 
Kryptonian, they have the same 
powers as Superman. Quickly 
they team up with Les Luthor 
(Gene Hackman), neutralize the 


president of the United States (E. 


G. Marshall, ghastly in youth wig), 
and prepare for battle with the 
Man of Steel. What follows—alter- 
nately spectacular and lacklus- 
ter—you may. imagine. Indeed, 
you may imagine it accurately 
enough that, except to pass the 
time and spend some money, you 
don’t have to see the movie. The 
battle between titanic equals, 
each flashing death rays from his 
eyes, raises all the suspense of 
Saturday night wrestling. For a 


ton. But the vigor has grown mus- 
cle-bound, and the small-town 
comic-book lyricism has vanished 
altogether. After a movie that 
seemed to know when to be funny 
and when to be sad and what the 
nature of its hero's essential 
weakness was, we have now a 
hero without weaknesses—at 
least, without any that he can’t in- 
stantly reverse—in a film that 
amounts to a demonstration of 
challenges avoided and opportu- 
nities lost. 


It is possible to retain some affec- 
tion for the missed potential of Su- 
perman Il. | don’t think that is 
possible for John Boorman's Ex- 
calibur—loosely based on the 
15th-century Le Morte d’Arthur— 
or George Romero's Knight- 
riders—a_ carnival-attraction Le 


Morte d'Arthur on bikes. Between 
the two, however, there is some- 
thing to choose. Romero's caicu- 
lated naiveté, his assertion of 
chivalric values (and style) 'in the 
face of county sheriffs, motorcycle 
maintenance, middle-class mores, 
and sex in the 1980s, furnishes at 
least a bit of dramatic tension to 
sustain you through the intermina- 
ble jousts and the solemn cer- 
emonial, or not so ceremonial, 
exchanges of loyalty and love. 
Excalibur, on the other hand, is 
bona fide bogus King Arthur, with 
a Merlin (Nicol Williamson), a Mor- 
gana (Helen Mirren), an Arthur (Ni- 
gel Terry), a Lancelot (Nicholas 
Clay), and a gleaming sword, Ex- 
calibur, offered up or demanded 
back from time to time from be- 
neath the waters by an ever avail- 
able Lady of the Lake. If Romero's 
movie leans heavily on morality, 
Boorman’s leans upon magic 
{read “special effects”), and the 
mere fact that nothing in it means 
anything at all will never stop Mer- 
lin from spinning an enchantment 
Or conjuring up a horse-supporting 
. mist so that Arthur's to-be father 
may ride across a moat to the 
queen of an enemy castle to plant 
the seed:so that a son may be con- 
ceived and born. Excalibur would 
be the perfect illustration of how 
the mythic archetype falls flat on 
its face before the literal eye of the 


camera if Boorman weren't so 
conscientious about pumping in 
studio fog and heroic half-light. in 
two details the film seems espe- 
cially bothersome. First, the perva- 
sive background music is about 90 
percent adapted from Richard 
Wagner and the twentieth-century 
Carl Orff, and yet neither compos- 
er is credited. And, second, Boor- 
man has created an utterly secular 
story of King Arthur. You’d never 
guess why all those Christian 
knights are giving their lives in a 
quest for something called the 
Holy Grail. 


Jean Renoir once said that the 
great filmmakers essentially re- 
make the same movie all their 
lives, no matter what form it takes 
in individual film after film. That is 
true, and it suggests one way of 
understanding the masterworks of 
Renoir. Unfortunately, some less- 
than-great filmmakers also tend to 
make the same movie all their 
lives, for example, Federico Fel- 
lini, who ever since 1963 has been 
extracting spin-offs from his semi- 
autobiographical 814. With City of 
Women, ten films and almost 20 
years later, it seems to me that the 
repetition has passed beyond 
boredom into agony. Not that ev- 
ery film has been identical, and 
certainly not that every one has 
been bad. But the fantastic set- 


Marcello Mastroianni in City of Women: no escape. 


Elise Caron in Cocktail Molotov. 


tings, the casting, the kinds of sit- 
uations, even the actors’ bodily 
movements, have a similarity that 
renders them not so much com- 
fortably familiar as wholly predict- 
able—as if everydne, including 
Fellini, were trapped in a repertory 
of themes and devices from which 
there is to be no escape. 

| suppose this ties in with the in- 
tentions of City of Women, which 
takes the structure of a nightmare 
vision. It is the dream of one Sna- 
poraz (Marcello Mastroianni), who 
falls asleep during a train journey 
and finds himself in a bewildering 
universe controlled according to 
the wishes, or in response to the 
presence, of women. But in Fellini 
the “city” is always the same 
city—whether the ancient or mod- 
ern Rome of Roma or Fellini Sa- 
tyricon, the Venice of Casanova, 
or the provincial Italian town of 
Amarcord—and its places always 
conform too easily to some topog- 
raphy of the director's mind. 
Fellini's vitality, his wonderful 
technique, his eye for grotesque 
detail—all are in the service of an 
increasingly threadbare repertory 
of ideas. The very readiness with 
which he makes a topic such as 
feminism his own seems an act 
more of desperation than of any 
enlarged contact with the world. 


To turn from this to the opening ro- 
mantic-comedy scenes of Diane 
Kurys's Cocktail Molotovis, after 
hours of near suffocation, to redis- 
cover fresh air. Meeting her teen- 
age protagonists, two boys and a 


girl, who have nothing to assert but 
a decently developing self-aware- 
ness and, for two of them, the fact 
of being in love, is like coming 
home. Their home, however, is 
Paris, at a time, May 1968, when 
everything for their generation is 
about to change. 

Diane Kurys's marvelous first 
feature, Peppermint Soda, about a 
couple of French schoolgirls grow- 
ing up through the early 1960s, 
was a surprise hit here three years 
ago. The sequel, Cocktail Molo- 
tov, isn’t quite so good, for some 
fairly elementary reasons. Middle- 
class 17-year-old Anne (Elise 
Caron) leaves home with her boy- 
friend, Frederic (Philippe Lebas), 
and his pal Bruno (Francois Clu- 
Zet) in order to settle on a kibbutz 
in Israel. She never makes it. In 
Venice, Bruno's car is stolen, with 
their money and their papers, and 
so they hang around while Anne 
gets pregnant and a revolution 
breaks loose among their school- 
fellows in Paris. They begin to 
hitchhike back. But since every- 
thing important is supposedly 
happening elsewhere, Cocktail 
Molotov takes on the air of an aim- 
less road movie without much pur- 
pose or passion. When Anne, now 
by herself, reaches Lyon, home of 
her quiet, gentle tailor father, the 
film regains the energies, minus 
the tensions, it has shown at the 
beginning. But the break has been 
too great. You have to pick up the 
pieces to admire the movie, 

| do admire the movie, partly for 
Elise Caron’s clear eyes, her sup- 
ple body, her lovely, fair face; 
more for the warmth she shows in 
sharing a poem with Bruno or in 
sharing meals with her father’s 
comrades among the Orthodox 
Jews of Lyon. Diane Kurys's kids 
are at their best—even with one 
another—when in the company of 
their elders: parents, stepparents, 
teachers. She is less an apologist 
for youth than she is a chronicler 
of social ties. In part, Cocktail Mo- 
lotoy means to be about disaffec- 
tion. But atits best it rushes toward 
involvement in the shops, the 
kitchens, the bedrooms, the hos- 
pital corridors, where families em- 
brace, live, and acknowledge that 
they will die. —Roger Greenspun 
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ABOVE THE LAW 


awyers are probably the 
most controversial people 
y | in America today. It is diffi- 
cult to think of any other profes- 
sion, even crime or government, 
that inspires as much contempt 
and vituperation among our citi- 
zens (and it is not unreasonable to 
point out that the bureaucratic, 
criminal, and legal worlds often 
are one and the same). But before 
we can change our dismal legal 
system, we must understand how 
it functions—and misfunctions. A 
good way to begin would be to 
read three fine recent books that 
document the degree to which le- 
gal ethics and decisions are often 
subservient to personality and 
politics. 

When Seymour Wishman was 
growing up in Newark, N.J., his 
parents believed that lawyers kept 
“a desperately needed order” in 
the world. Although he himself 
was unsure of his motives or ex- 
pectations (outside of a general 
feeling of concern for the down- 
trodden), he went to law school 
and eventually became an assis- 
tant prosecutor and then a de- 
fense attorney in the cesspools of 
local justice in Newark and New 
York City. Confessions of a 
Criminal Lawyer (which will be 
published very shortly by Times 
Books) is Wishman’s informative, 
shocking, moving, and finally de- 
spairing portrayal of the 12 years 
he spent first locking criminals in 
some of the most barbarous pris- 
ons in the country and then trying 
to keep them out. (And there is no 
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doubt that most of them are crimi- 
nals. By the time that a grand jury 
returns an indictment, Wishman 
writes, there is a 95 percent 
chance that the ‘‘alleged”’ criminal 
is really guilty. ‘Innocence must 
be the material of other profes- 
sions,” as he says.) 

As a defense lawyer, with more 
than 60 active cases at one time, 
Wishman does his best to repre- 


“sent the most heinous and banal 


of criminals. In the ironic conclu- 
sion of his book, Wishman wins a 
“spectacular victory” for a client 
he detests—a man who butchered 
his infant daughter—after having 
suffered defeats on two cases he 
really cared about. He realizes that 
he is sick of the world that he has 
belonged to for so long, a world in 
which victims and criminals alike 
are pawns who are manipulated, 
abused, and humiliated by lawyers 
who intend to win the “game” at 
any cost. What’s worse, Wishman 
realizes that most criminal lawyers 
are incompetent, “walking viola- 
tions of the Sixth Amendment right 
to counsel’’—although in fairness 
he points out that “the prosecu- 
tors were often just as incompe- 
tent as the defense lawyers, so 
maybe on balance the justice sys- 
tem came out even.” 

Wishman concludes Confes- 
sions of a Criminal Lawyer by ad- 
mitting that “my own capacity for 
outrage, genuine outrage, had 
long ago been traded for cyni- 
cism." But the book is anything but 
cynical. There. is too much real 
pain and anger dripping from every 
page. By sparing neither himself 
nor his profession, Wishman has 


‘performed a noble and heroic act 


of whistle-blowing. It is up to us to 
make the necessary changes in 
the system. 


Supreme Court Justice William O. 
Douglas, who died last year, has 
been honored and revered by all 
those who believe in the United 
States as envisioned by the cre- 
ators of the Constitution and the 
Declaration of Independence. His 
views on foreign policy, civil rights, 
and the protection of the environ- 
ment—many of which he ex- 
pressed forcibly long before it was 
fashionable to do so—have be- 


come an integral part of our lives. 
The freedom of all Americans to 
exist relatively unencumbered by 
gross invasions of privacy, a free- 
dom which exists in very few other 
lands, has been strengthened and 
protected by Justice Douglas. 
However, according to Inde- 
pendent Journey, a biography of 
Douglas that was published last 
year by Harper & Row and which 
will shortly be available as a Pen- 


guin paperback, the great humani- . 


tarian was personally a “cold, 
often calculating” ‘individual who 
was “easier to admire than to 
like.” In fact, there is little to ad- 
mire or to like in observing the con- 
trast between Douglas’s nasty, 
deceitful private behavior and the 
sweeping greatness of his public 
struggles to ensure human rights. 

The most dramatic example of 
Douglas's deviousness is the trag- 
ic execution of Julius and Ethel 
Rosenberg, who were condemned 
to death for giving Russia the se- 
cret of the atomic bomb. At the 
very last moment, Douglas or- 


Justice William O. Douglas. 


dered a stay of execution without 
consulting the full court. Even 
though his action was immediately 
reversed by the other justices and 
the Rosenbergs died the next day, 
Douglas became a great liberal 
hero. 

But in reality, Simon discovered, 
Douglas had earlier voted against 
hearing arguments by Rosenberg 
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attorneys on five separate occa- 
sions. No one can say for sure that 
had Douglas voted the other way 
the Rosenbergs' lives might have 
been saved. And Simon does not 
speculate on why Douglas acted 
as he did. But the story reeks of 
the kind of hypocrisy that once in- 
spired Harry Truman to say of 
Douglas, “No professional liberal 
is intellectually honest.” (This was 
after Douglas refused to run as 
Truman's vice-presidential candi- 
date in 1948. Douglas told Truman 
that his loyalty to the Court was 
greater than his political ambi- 
tions. The real reason was that 
Douglas—like almost everyone 
else—thought that Truman was 
going to lose.) 

In the Rosenberg case, writes 
Simon, “Douglas forced [them] 
into a game of Russian roulette. 
The gun was pointed at the Ro- 
senbergs and only Douglas knew 
which chambers contained the 
blanks. It was a deadly game, 
which Douglas seemed prepared 
to play for more than a year, as the 
Rosenbergs’ lives teetered in the 
balance.’ And Douglas further 
compounded his hypocrisy when 
he wrote his autobiography. He did 
not mention his five votes against 
the condemned couple but did, 
however, “write with pride of his 
stay of the Rosenbergs’ execu- 
tion.” 

Simon’s excellent book does 
nothing to eradicate the greatness 
of William O. Douglas. America 
owes more to him than to most of 
our so-called leaders. But Inde- 
pendent Journey makes us under- 
stand that people are often much 
more complex and discomforting 
than we might like to believe. 


General of the Army Douglas A. 
MacArthur was an even greater 
hero to conservative Americans 
than Justice Douglas was for lib- 
erals. When President Truman 
fired MacArthur for insubordina- 
tion in 1951, there was a nation- 
wide outcry of rage and there were 
actually serious calls for the 
president's impeachment. Even 
MacArthur's. political enemies 
conceded his greatness as a 
World War II military leader, and 
his administration of conquered 


Japan from 1945 to 1951 is widely 
considered to be a model of re- 
form and enlightenment. But now 
Lawrence Taylor, a Los Angeles 
criminal lawyer and a former dep- 
uty district attorney, has uncov- 
ered evidence that MacArthur was 
guilty of premeditated, legal mur- 
der by ordering the execution of 
two leading Japanese generals, 
Tomoyuki Yamashita and Masa- 
haru Homma. 

The two were put to death in 
1946 for atrocities committed by 
troops under their command dur- 
ing the war. But, writes Taylor in A 
Trial of Generals, which has just 
been published by Icarus Press, “‘it 


Gen. Douglas A. MacArthur. 


is difficult to review the disgraceful 
proceedings without the words 
railroaded or kangaroo court com- 
ing to mind.” After an exhaustive 
investigation of the trial record and 
other evidence, Taylor found that 
General MacArthur alone had 
“caused the charges to be draft- 
ed; appointed the judges, defense 
attorneys and prosecutors—all of 
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whom were subordinate and, 
therefore answerable to him; cre- 
ated the rules of evidence and pro- 
cedure; named himself the sole 
source of appeal; and, apparently, 
periodically tampered with the ‘ju- 
dicial’ process to speed up and en- 
sure a guilty verdict.” 

These trials, it must be made 
clear, were not the widely publi- 
cized war crimes trials held later in 
Tokyo, in which the defendants 
were afforded all legal rights and 
which dragged on for years. Ya- 
mashita and Homma were pros- 
ecuted for incidents that they 
hadn’t even known about, “In 
fact,” says Taylor, “the evidence 
proves conclusively that neither of 
the Japanese generals was even 
negligent—much less guilty of war 
crimes,” 

Why did MacArthur move so 
quickly against these two men? No 
one knows the answer, but Taylor 
points out that each of them had 
achieved great victories earlier in 
the war: Yamashita had con- 
quered Malaya against three- 
to-one odds, and Homma had 
actually defeated MacArthur him- 
self at Bataan. 

It is difficult to imagine that a 
man capable of MacArthur's great- 
ness could commit such a deed, 
but in any event the shocking rec- 
ord speaks for itself—whatever the 
motive. 

Taylor's book is more than good 
reading and interesting history. It 
makes us consider the conduct of 
our own military leaders in the light 
of Tom Paine’s suggestion that 
oppressing one’s defeated enemy 
“establishes a precedent that will 
reach himself.” Should we have 
executed American generals for 
the My Lai massacre? As one of 
Yamashita’s lawyers wrote later: 
“No American who loves his coun- 
try can read the record... without 
an abiding and painful sense of 
shame. ... We have defeated our 
enemies on the battlefield, but we 
have let their spirit triumph in our 
hearts.” 

As Alexander Haig and Ronald 
Reagan exhort the nation to further 
military adventures, we should all 
read A Trial of Generals and learn 
its bitter lessons about war and 
justice.—Peter Bloch 


SOUNDS 


NEW YORK OVERSEAS 


n a darkened stage, a 
Qa e saxophone player raises 

his horn and cues the 
band into “Harlem Nocturne,” the 
steamy nightclub standard from 
the forties. It could be nostalgia 
night—but suddenly Willie DeVille 
comes dancing out in his street- 
corner-sharpie three-piece suit, his 
pencil mustache, his earrings, and 
his pompadour haircut, and the 
band kicks into rock 'n’ roll. In his 
raspy voice he sings songs of the 
streets, streets he knows well— 
Avenue A, Avenue D, and the other 
blocks of New York's Lower East 
Side, where the heroin trade and 
street violence are facts of life and 
where, in the back alleys and on 
tenement fire escapes, Willie De- 
Ville finds romance. 

On another stage, in a foreign 
city, the crack English rock band 
the Rumour pumps out a kind of 
rock-'n’-roll reggae, and a thickset 
performer in his thirties comes 
prowling onto the stage. He's part 
black and-part white, and although 
he wears his hair in plaited Jamai- 
can dreadlocks, he’s New York all 
the way. ‘I climb six flights/To the 
tenement heights,” he sings, ‘And 
there ain't no lights/In the darkest 
of nights.”* Garland Jeffreys, 
who struggled for recognition in 
his native New York City and made 
his first album in 1969, has finally 
found stardom in Europe, where 
his records are hits and heis a sell- 
out concert attraction. 


*© 1980 Garland Jeffreys Music 
(ASCAP) 


Meanwhile, in downtown Man- 
hattan, a skinny, handsome blade 
in a forties suit is slashing at a gui- 
tar and singing in front of a kind of 
souped-up Latin-disco band. He’s 
August Darnell, a founding mem- 
ber of Dr. Buzzard’s Original Sa- 
vannah Band and presently the 
leader of Kid Creole and the Coco- 
nuts. Oddly, the club he’s perform- 
ing in is a new-wave rock club, not 
a disco, and he’s singing, to an el- 
egant rumba backing, about visit- 
ing another new-wave hotspot: 
“Club 57 is my idea of heaven.” 

DeVille, Jeffreys, and Darnell 
have at least three things in com- 
mon: they’re New Yorkers; their 
ethnic backgrounds reflect the 
city’s melting-pot diversity—black, 
Latin, European, white American; 
and, after performing for a number 
of years as hometown favorites 
and strangers to most of the rest 
of America, they have found at 
least a measure of fame and for- 
tune in Europe. They are also be- 
ginning to penetrate and to 


influence the rock mainstream 


Jeffreys: international rock. 


with music that welds together a 
number of elements, all of which 
can be found somewhere in New 
York. Willie DeVille’s music, as it . 
is interpreted by his band Mink 
DeVille, combines blues, hard 
rock, Latin rhythms, and the kind 
of tenement romance popularized 
in the fifties and sixties by the pro- 
fessional songwriters of Broad- 
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way’s Brill Building in songs like 
“Spanish Harlem” and “Save the 
Last Dance for Me.” Garland Jef- 
freys was recently identified by a 
Jamaican reggae musician as 
“America’s finest reggae singer,” 
but he is more than that; he is the 
first rock performer to really inte- 
grate reggae into basic rock 'n’ 
roll, with help, on his recent album 
Escape Artist (Epic), from mem- 
bers of the Rumour and of Bruce 
Springsteen’s E Street Band. And 
August Darnell is the performer 
who has best bridged the gap be- 
tween rock and disco. Kid Creole 
and the Coconuts’ latest album, 
Fresh Fruit in Foreign Places 
(Sire/Warner Brothers), uses Lat- 
in and disco rhythms and ele- 
ments of forties dance and Latin 
band music to frame some very 
up-to-date messages. 

These performers haven't had 
an easy time building their reputa- 
tions. For one thing, they were part 
black or part Latin but didn’t want 
to play stereotypically black or Lat- 
in music. Garland Jeffreys was a 
folk-rooted singer-songwriter in 
the early seventies. “Because | 
was black,’ he said, “people 
tended to ignore me. There was 
definitely racism involved.” He re- 
corded some of the first rock-reg- 
gae fusions in the early seventies, 
but they were generally ignored, 
while groups like the Rolling 
Stones attracted considerable at- 
tention by recording reggae tunes 
several years later. But Jeffreys, 
DeVille, and Darnell have been 
blocked by more than racism. New 
Yorkers can appreciate blends of 
Latin, rock, and other musical idi- 
oms because they live in a plural- 
istic culture. Other Americans are 
not so accustomed to Latin or Car- 
ibbean music; most rock fans tend 
to like their rock uncontaminated 
by black funk rhythms, which they 
identify with disco. And they hate 
disco. 

Often, performers who were 
born and raised in New York scuf- 
fle there for years, performing for 
an appreciative but relatively lim- 
ited audience and failing to break 
out of the city’s club circuit. Jef- 
freys's story, for example, begins 
in the late sixties, when he was a 
member of a group called Train. 
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Kid Creole and the Coconuts; mixing styles with an insolent ease. 


The group almost performed at 
the historic Woodstock Pop Fes- 
tival, but it broke up, and Jeffreys 
became the principal singer and 
songwriter in Grinder’s Switch, 
which recorded one album for 
Vanguard in 1969. He emerged as 
a solo artist in 1973 with Garland 
Jeffreys (Atlantic), part of which 
was recorded in Kingston with the 
period's finest reggae musicians. 
In 1977 he recorded another clas- 
sic album, Ghostwriter, which in- 
cluded a song that became a kind 
of New York rock anthem, ‘Wild in 
the Streets.” But it wasn’t until the 
European release of his American 
Boy and Girl albumin 1979 that his 
career took off. The album and a 
single, “Matador,”’ became hits in 
France, England, Germany, and 
elsewhere, and the album went 
gold. Last spring, backed by the 


Rumour, who toured Europe and 
Japan with him, Jeffreys returned 
to New York in triumph. 

Willie DeVille’s first regular au- 
dience was the same crowd that 
applauded early punk-rock per- 
formers like the Ramones and 
Patti Smith at downtown New York 
clubs in the mid-seventies. But he 
never considered himself a punk- 
rocker. His heart was in more con- 
ventional rock ’n’ roll, in his partly 
Latin roots, and in the quasi-Latin 
pop style evolved on hits by the 
Drifters and Ben E. King in the ear- 
ly sixties. On the strength of phe- 
nomenal live performances, he 
was signed by Capitol Records, 
but his first two albums went no- 
where despite critical acclaim. He 
decided to record his third LP, Le 
Chat Bleu, in Paris, where he be- 
came a local celebrity and inte- 
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grated French café music and 
Louisiana-French zydeco music 
into his increasingly international 
style. The French loved the result, 
and the album sold spectacularly 
there and elsewhere in Europe. 
But Capitol thought it lacked com- 
mercial potential in America and 
released it only after it had re- 
ceived rave reviews and racked up 
considerable sales as an import. 
Finally, in 1981, DeVille signed a 
new recording contract with Atlan- 
tic and got to work on his fourth al- 
bum. His performances around 
New York recently, and particular- 
ly his new songs, have suggested 
that his Atlantic LP could put him 
over the top. 

When August Darnell emerged 
from New York’s barrios, or Latin 
enclaves, as a member of Dr. Buz- 
zard’s Original Savannah Band, 
reactions were decidedly mixed. 
The group’s humor, finesse, and 
intelligent integration of musical 
styles as disparate as floor-show 
swing and disco-funk won it a fol- 
lowing that was rabid but limited, 
and after several years of trying, 
the group’s members disbanded 
to try their hands at various individ- 
ual projects. Darnell’s Kid Creole 
and the Coconuts has been the 
most successful. Ironically, the 
powerful drummer who sets the 
group’s danceable but difficult-to- 
identify rhythmic pulse is Winston 
Grennan, the ace Jamaican drum- 
mer who played on Jimmy Cliff's 
The Harder They Come—and on 
Garland Jeffreys’s first solo al- 
bum. 

Rock is becoming increasingly 
international in scope. Albums like 
Kid Creole’s Fresh Fruit in Foreign 
Places and Garland Jeffreys’s Es- 
cape Artist are particularly exciting 
examples of this trend. Because 
they grew up in multi-ethnic New 
York City, performers like August 
Darnell, Garland Jeffreys, and Wil- 
lie DeVille are able to mix styles 
with an insolent ease, and in doing 
so they are helping to revitalize 
rock, a music that has fallen into 
repeating itself. Europe has often 
accepted American artists before 
America was ready for them, but 
one suspects that America will be 
ready for these artists before 
long.—Robert PalmerO+—q 
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Under the guise of ‘‘consumer 
protection,’’the Federal Trade Commission 
has declared war on legitimate 
free enterprise—bludgeoning small 
businessmen with absurd 
regulations and causing consumer 
prices to skyrocket. 


POLICE STATE 
TACTICS 


BY PETER MEYER 


Early one morning last December, Konrad M. Boekamp 
was rousted from sleep in his San Diego home by an 
insistent telephone ringing. Groggily he answered but 
quickly snapped awake when the caller, a friend from 
Boston, told him what he had just learned: the Boston 
office of the Federal Trade Commission had scheduled 
a major press conference for noon that day—just a few 
hours away—to announce its charges against Boe- 
kamp's company 

Boekamp hurriedly thanked his friend and called his 
attorney. What had happened to the FTC’s promise not 
to hold a press conference? he demanded. 

The lawyer quickly phoned Boston with the same 
question. But his last-minute pleas that the government 
honor its agreement went unheeded. On schedule three 
FTC officials paraded before the television cameras and 
wire service tape recorders and for the next 30 minutes 
repeated time and again the allegations that Boekamp 
had for months insisted were false. 

Within a month the businessman's 100,000 square- 
foot factory fell silent. Its shipments of portable quartz 
heaters plummeted from 6,000 a day to 800. By mid- 
January Boekamp had to stop production altogether; 
400 employees had to be discharged. Though convicted 
of no crime, thanks to the FTC Konrad Boekamp found 
his prospering new business—into which he had thrown 
his life savings—suddenly in great financial difficulty. 
And, like a growing number of Americans, he was wak- 
ing to the fact that the FTC was what Congressman Bill 
Frenzel called ‘‘a rogue agency run amok.” 

Unfortunately, the FTC has become too powerful a 
rogue to be easily ignored. It roams the country, reg- 
ulating everything from badminton sets to ball bearings. 
It can tell the Chrysler Corporation to spend $45 million 
to repair rusty fenders—at the same time that the tax- 
payers are bailing the company out to the tune of more 
than a billion dollars—or order a seller of dime-store jew- 
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elry to disclose the fact that its ‘‘turquoise”’ 
rings do not contain real turquoise. lt can 
send its investigators stomping into a 
small town in lowa after a tiny debt-collec- 
tion agency or send them after the world’s 
largest oil companies. If the president's in- 
flation fighters praise several dozen Chi- 
cago home builders for freezing their 
prices—as they did in the spring of 
1979—the FTC can threaten the same 
builders with lawsuits unless the prices 
are unfrozen, as it did successfully a 
month later. It can force companies to ad- 
vertise the disadvantages of their prod- 
ucts and at the same time refuse to tell the 
public about a study that criticized the 
agency for wasting the public’s money. It 
can impose rules of conduct on entire in- 
dustries and tell health spa operators how 
to operate, mail-order companies when to 
mail, used-car dealers how to deal. It can 
interpret and enforce dozens of laws and 
issue thousands of regulations and orders 
that have the force of law. It can subpoena 
a company’s records or an individual’s in- 
come tax returns, threaten businesses 
with fines, drag them into its own court 
rooms, force them to spend hundreds of 
thousands of dollars defending them- 
selves, and, finally, suffer no penalties if 
it has made a mistake. 

Although its $70 million budget (for fis- 
cal year 1980), is relatively small, few fed- 
eral agencies cut as wide a swath across 
the country as does the FTC. Few have 
such unrestrained power at their disposal. 
Few can boast a staff of 600 attorneys or 
a jurisdiction sweeping enough to include 
85 percent of the nation’s businesses. 
And few can say, as one FTC official once 
did, ‘‘We can, in effect, get into anything.” 

Congress created the agency in 1914, 
giving it the ambiguous but sweeping 
mandate to prevent ‘‘unfair methods of 
competition,’’ and spent the next 66 years 
enlarging its boundaries and increasing its 
powers. In 1938, after the Supreme Court 
ruled that the FTC did not have the author- 
ity to meddle with questions of consumer 
fraud, Congress responded by giving the 
agency the authority to do so. It then had 
its second ambiguous and: sweeping 
mandate: to prevent ‘‘unfair or deceptive 
acis or practices.’’ Together these two 
hazy formulations, known as Section 5 
and never defined by Congress, have be- 
come the legal launching pad from which 
the FTC can rocket itself into every nook 
and cranny of American life. 

When asked once whether Section 5 
ever constrained the FTC, Robert Pitofsky, 
then head of the agency's Bureau of Con- 
sumer Protection and later one of its five 
ruling commissioners, responded: 

“Never! Section Five is the most mar- 
velously flexible instrument of consumer 
protection that | could imagine. | have of- 
ten said that if it were any vaguer, it would 
probably be unconstitutional .... We 
have the capacity in this agency to review 
virtually every consumer protection prob- 
lem that's going to come up... . We can, 
in effect, get into anything.”’ 
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As if Section 5 were not enough, how- 
ever, it seemed that almost every time that 
Congress passed a law affecting com- 
merce or the consumer or both, it handed 
the agency new powers. With the Clayton 
Act, the FTC was charged with watchdog- 
ging corporate mergers and acquisitions 
and interlocking directorates; with the 
Robinson-Patman Act, preventing unlaw- 
ful price discrimination; with the Energy 
Policy and Conservation Act, regulating 
the labeling of and disclosing of informa- 
tion about 13 categories of residential 
appliances. By 1980 the FTC was respon- 
sible, wholly or in part, for some two dozen 
different federal laws. With the thousands 
of rules and regulations and orders that it 
issued to define, interpret, and enforce 
those statutes, together with its open-end- 
ed Section 5 and the myriad rules it 
spawned, the commission had earned the 
title of “second most powerful legislature 
in the world.” In fact, it was legislature, po- 
lice force, and court all in one. It was a 
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For Konrad Boekamp, 
like Edouard Hayoun and Joe 
Sugarman, the price of 
business success 
was a visit by the 
storm troopers of the FTC. 
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government within a government but one 
over which the citizen had no control: not 
a single one of the FTC’s policemen, 
judges, and legislators was elected. 
There were so many rules to enforce 
and so many potential ‘‘criminals’’ that 
choosing a subject for investigation or a 
new industry for regulation could be al- 
most as easy as opening a telephone di- 
rectory. JS&A Group, a Chicago mail- 
order firm, became an FTC suspect after 
an agency attorney paged through a com- 
pany catalogue and found an improperly 
worded product warranty statement. A 
prohibition on all television advertising 
aimed at children was considered, be- 
cause, in part, the FTC decided that kids 
“do not understand that television adver- 
tising has a selling purpose." And Konrad 
Boekamp was singled out no less capri- 
ciously. When Boston regional director 
Lois Pines was asked why her office went 
after the San Diego heater manufacturer 
when other companies were doing the 
same things, she responded: ‘'We chose 
to bring an action against Boekamp be- 
cause Boekamp is the leading producer 
of portable electric quartz heaters.” It 
seemed that the 66-year accumulation of 


red tape had made it possible for the FTC 
to prosecute a company, in effect, be- 
cause it was successful. Buried beneath 
this mountainous slag heap of statutes 
were not only the rights of legitimate busi- 
ness—the term itself had lost all mean- 
ing—but also the interests of the 
taxpayers and consumers who paid all the 
bills. 

With no constituency to answer to, with 
no specific law to guide it and none to re- 
strain it, the FTC had nothing but common 
sense to restrain it from roguishly running 
amok. When Michael Pertschuk took the 
reins of the agency in 1977, the run be- 
came a headlong gallop. Though only 44 
years old, the new chairman was well 
known in Washington as an outspoken ad- 
vocate of aggressive consumer protec- 
tion. He had served as chief counsel to the 
Senate Committee on Commerce and in 
that position had drafted a number of laws 
enhancing FTC power. 

An indication of what was in store for the 
public came almost as soon as Pertschuk 
was sworn in as chairman in April. That 
month a group called Action for Children's 
Television and one called the Center for 
Science in the Public Interest petitioned 
the FTC to ban all televised candy and 
sugared-snack-foods advertising aimed 
at children. 

Not only did the new chairman accept 
the proposal, but also he decided that 
“children’s advertising is inherently un- 
fair’ and promised a “fundamental as- 
sault” on the industry. He began raging so 
openly and loudly about the evils of tele- 
vision advertising that a district court final- 
ly ruled that he was too biased to 
participate in the rule-making proceed- 
ings. One FTC veteran reportedly drafted 
a memo advising that the whole thing was 
a bad idea; his advice was ignored. 

It should have been heeded. To justify 
meddling with the television commercials, 
the commission had to stretch its other- 
wise sturdy Section 5 mandate beyond 
the breaking point. It made no attempt to 
argue that the ads were false, the normal 
grounds for challenging a product rep- 
resentation. Instead, the commission 


“claimed that the ads were ‘‘unfair’’ and 


concocted a strange criterion for measur- 
ing unfairness. For “young children,’' rea- 
soned the FTC, all television commercials 
were “‘inherently unfair’’ because the tod- 
dlers ‘‘do not understand that television 
advertising has a selling purpose and re- 
gard it as just another form of program- 
ming.”’ For older children the advertising 
of sugared items was unfair because sug- 
ar leads to tooth decay, obesity, and ‘‘oth- 
er health problems.” 

For those sceptics who may have won- 
dered where the parents were, the FTC 
had an answer. Since kids couldn't grasp 
the purpose of the commercials and didn’t 
know that sweets were bad for them, they 
would nag their parents to buy the prod- 
ucts. If the parents refused the demands, 
that would “exacerbate parent-child con- 
flicts,’’ and if they gave in to these ‘‘highly 
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successful naggers’’—most likely be- 
cause ‘‘parents are afraid of enforcing 
rules’’—then the children would consume 
the harmful products. The FTC would thus 
relieve parents of this nasty dilemma of 
child rearing. 

After spending two years and millions of 
dollars on writing a 340-page report, draft- 
ing its proposed regulations, and filling 
volumes of thick binders with testimony— 
paying more than $300,000 to private lob- 
bying groups that wanted to testify, 25 
percent of which went to Action for Chil- 
dren's Television, the people who pro- 
posed the ban in the first place—the FTC 
was laughed off the block. 

Assuming that it even had the authority 
to regulate television—normally the prov- 
ince of the Federal Communications Com- 
mission, and that agency had already 
rejected a similar ACT proposal—and as- 
suming further that its proposed ban was 
not a violation of the First Amendment 
free-speech guarantee, many people 
wanted to know how the commission 
planned to enforce its rules. Who was go- 
ing to determine when “young children” 
became older children or at what point a 
child could ‘‘understand that television ad- 
vertising has a selling purpose’? And if 
the FTC were able to determine that, 
would the agency then put a policeman in 
every home to make certain that a toddler 
was not sitting on his father’s lap during 
a beer commercial? Or would it require 
every advertiser to monitor every televi- 
sion set so that it could delete a Sugar 
Pops commercial if an older child was 
watching television? In any case how did 
the FTC progress from being an agency 
responsible for preventing marketplace 
fraud and deception to one that could tell 
the American public what their children 
should watch on television? Did the FTC 
also have to be a ‘national nanny'’? 

Had it not cost the taxpayer so much 
money, the ‘kid vid" crusade might have 
been written off as a bad joke. And had 
the FTC not flaunted its powers with such 
reckless abandon, it might have been able 
to cover its bootjack trail better elsewhere. 

Inside the commission itself, the regime 
created a bundle of trouble by purging the 
agency of common sense. Older, experi- 
enced employees were thrown out and re- 
placed by young ones, who were cutin the 
Pertschuk mold. ‘If you didn’t believe that 
all businessmen were out to rip off the 
consumer,’’ said a staff attorney from a re- 
gional office, ‘‘then you didn’t understand 
the Koran by their standards.” 

In one regional office a dozen veteran 
staff members were forced out in what one 
lawyer called ‘‘a complete experience 
drain.’ In another, older employees, 
some of whom had been with the commis- 
sion for 20 years, were promised unsat- 
isfactory-performance evaluations unless 
they left. In less than two years half the le- 
gal staff had gone. 

The purge got especially messy in Chi- 
cago, where Pertschuk had passed over 
two experienced and respected attorneys 
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and chose Paul Turley, a former Baptist 
minister who had been with the FTC barely 
five years, to head the regional office. Tur- 
ley in turn immediately brought in a young 
attorney three years out of law school to 
be his assistant. He fired one consumer- 
protection specialist who had been with 
the office for 16 years, and when the Fed- 
eral Employees Appeals Authority dis- 
missed Turley’s charges against the man 
as spurious, he simply repeated the same 
charges and fired the man again. 

When several members of the Chicago 
staff finally filed a discrimination suit 
against Turley and Pertschuk in U.S. Dis- 
trict Court, the FTC managed to drag the 
proceedings on for almost two years—de- 
nying all the charges and refusing to set- 
tle. Not until the judge issued an order 
allowing the complaint counsel to interro- 
gate Turley under oath, for the public rec- 
ord, did headquarters reconsider. Within 
a month of the judge's order the commis- 
sion quietly settled the suit. 


® 


The FTC is legislature, 
police force, and 
court all in one... and 
not a single one of the FTC's 
policemen, judges, 
and legislators is elected. 


9 


Even at headquarters in Washington, 
where Fortune 500 companies were giv- 
en their “day in court’ (though it often 
dragged on for years), youth and inexpe- 
rience became a hallmark of million-dollar 
commission trials. ‘There were five or six 
FTC trial attorneys appearing on record 
and at hearings as complaint counsel,” 
said Basil Mezines, a former executive di- 
rector of the commission, ‘in sharp con- 
trast to the former practice of one or two 
attorneys representing the FTC.’ Me- 
zines, now a partner in a private Washing- 
ton law firm, attributed this waste of money 
and manpower to “the desire of the fledg- 
ling FTC staff for trial experience.’ He 
claimed that the new regime ‘‘just couldn't 
justify its expenses. I've got five attorneys 
in my office, and we are handling more 
cases than the six hundred at the FTC.” 

Farther from the Washington spotlight, 
the young Turks were eager to implement 
the new party line. In the Dallas office an 
attorney with the FTC for seven years 
quickly learned what this meant. He re- 
called becoming interested in a company 
that was traveling from city to city in the 
Southwest, setting up shop in different ho- 
tel or motel convention rooms, and ped- 


dling what it claimed were original 
paintings by new and upcoming European 
artists. When he investigated a little fur- 
ther, he found that all the ‘‘original’’ works 
of art were in fact being mass-produced 
ina Taiwan factory. Gathering the prelimi- 
nary evidence, he wrote a memo to his 
new superiors, asking permission to con- 
tinue the investigation. Permission was 
denied. 

“They only wanted new and innovative 
cases,"’ he explained from the private law 
firm where he now works, “something that 
would expand the fairness doctrine, like 
the children's advertising rule. The case 
| brought them was just your classic de- 
ceptive trade practice. Nothing new and 
innovative there. It wouldn’t make any 
headlines. It wouldn't feather the caps of 
the guys trying to put nice résumés togeth- 
er .... Unfortunately, the public was get- 
ting ripped off by a lot of people while 
these guys were sitting around trying to 
think up something new and innovative.” 

In Chicago Paul Turley and his young 
assistants succumbed to the temptation to 
exercise the purge instinct in the private 
sector. Using the FTC's broad investiga- 
tory powers, the office ordered lowa Cred- 
it Syndicate, a small collection agency in 
Fort Dodge, lowa, to send one of its own- 
ers and an attorney to Chicago—a 400- 
mile journey by plane. After a day-long 
interrogation, when asked whether the 
meeting could be adjourned before 4:00 
PM. so that the owner and his lawyer 
wouldn't miss their flight home, the inter- 
rogators refused permission to leave until 
4:15. Months later two FTC investigators 
swooped into Fort Dodge, took over lowa 
Credit’s office for three days of record 
checking, and spent another day asking 
questions around town. A month later, still 
refusing to disclose what its investigation 
was all about or what had prompted it in 
the first place, the FTC sent two agents 
back, this time for another three days. Fi- 
nally, four days before Christmas, the 
agency ordered a dozen of lowa Credit’'s 
clients into. the county courthouse for 
questioning. Such heavy-handed snoop- 
ing in a town of only 32,000 residents 
proved almost as effective as a convic- 
tion—already some of the company’s cus- 
tomers were taking their business 
elsewhere rather than be penalized by the 
FTC's cloud of suspicion. 

It wasn't until the following May, how- 
ever, that the agency finally got around to 
announcing its charges. And when it did, 
it offered the company the option of ad- 
mitting to the accusations and paying a 
$20,000 fine or going to Washington to 
fight. For small companies like lowa Credit 
the FTC offer looked like a heads-l-win- 
tails-you-lose option. As Richard Leigh- 
ton, a private trade-regulations attorney in 
Washington, explained to the New York 
Times, “‘It's not unusual for the legal cost 
of a fully litigated FTC proceeding to run 
one hundred thousand dollars to three 
hundred thousand dollars. A court appeal 
would run thousands more.” 


For Larry Wiewel, who was born and 
raised in Fort Dodge and had run the col- 
lection agency for 26 years, ‘they might 
as well have just come in here and taken 
over the shop.”’ Within a year Wiewel had 
come from knowing almost nothing about 
the government's preeminent consumer 
protection and antitrust specialists to re- 
ferring to them as ‘‘the gestapo at FTC.” 

It was a sentiment shared by Joseph 
Sugarman, owner of JS&A, a mail-order 
firm that met the Chicago FTC at about the 
same time that lowa Credit did. (See ‘‘The 
Government Attack on Free Enterprise," 
by Joseph Sugarman, Penthouse, August 
1980.) The commission swooped down 
on Sugarman in March 1979 after three 
successive blizzards had dumped a rec- 
ord 75 inches of snow and JS&A’s new 
computer system went on the blink. It 
claimed that JS&A had violated the FTC's 
mail-order rule by not shipping products 
or sending delay notices within 30 days of 
receiving a customer's order. 

Within a month of the FTC's first visit, the 
Office's assistant regional director in- 
formed Sugarman that the agency was 
ready to make a formal complaint and rec- 
ommend civil penalties for the mail-order 
rule violations. Though it was a surprising- 
ly brief period of time in which to inves- 
tigate and make a case—the agency had 
spent a year and a half dragging lowa 
Credit around before making a formal 
complaint—Sugarman was anxious to put 
the matter behind him. He admitted that 
the computer breakdown, compounded 
by the blizzard, had caused some delays 
and asked what kind of fine the agency 
had in mind. 

History suggested that the answer 
would represent a relatively painiess 
transaction. The FTC had been investigat- 
ing mail-order companies routinely since 
its industrywide rule had gone into effect 
in 1976. In Chicago, where most of the in- 
dustry was headquartered, not a single 
complaint had been issued in that time. 
Nationwide, the FTC had brought only four 
cases of alleged rule violations, and all of 
them had resulted in negotiated penalties 
ranging from $15,000 to $40,000. In a 
number of cases firms had been charged 
with hundreds of violations, and no pen- 
ally was assessed. Moreover, Sugar- 
man—who in less than ten years of hard 
work had turned his one-man, basement- 
run, no-budget mail-order business into a 
$12 million-a-year industry innovator with 
his pocket calculator promotions and 
newfangled marketing ideas, such as toll- 
free credit card ordering—was a well-re- 
spected entrepreneur in the field. In fact, 
the same month the FTC paid its call he 
was in New York, accepting the Direct 
Mail Marketing Association’s Man of the 
Year Award. 

What Sugarman didn't know, however, 
was that the new regime was noted nei- 
ther for its respect of precedent nor for its 
ties to common sense. From JS&A it want- 
ed $100,000. And the young assistant re- 
gional director reminded Sugarman that 


the law allowed a $10,000 penalty for 
each violation and that the agency could 
probably ask for $20 million if it wanted. 
Sugarman quickly realized the game and 
refused to be the scapegoat in a publicity 
ploy or résumé-building exercise. 

‘What you had here,”’ admitted an FTC 
official familiar with the case, ‘‘was ama- 
teurs trying to use a little bravado, and it 
got out of hand.... You don’t give a job 
like this to someone who has never nego- 
tiated a case. You don’t go in with an ax 
and beat someone over the head with it. 
They called Sugarman in and started mak- 
ing threats. When he didn't buy the 
threats, the whole thing flew apart.” 

From Sugarman’s perspective the most 
insidious part of the FTC threat was that 
it played upon the public’s ignorance of 
what the agency really did. What it said in 
public and what it did behind closed doors 
were two different things. For instance, 
months after the Chicago office told Su- 
garman that it would ask for a $100,000 
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Were the FTC required 
to follow the same rules that 
it imposed on the 
business community ... it 
would be in the docks 
for deceptive advertising. 
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fine, the FTC's director of consumer pro- 
tection wrote to a member of Congress 
claiming that “the commission has taken 
no position on [the case's] ultimate mer- 
its.’ The letter was released to the press, 
but it made no mention of the $100,000. 

The FTC also wanted the public to think 
that it was prosecuting only big criminals. 
To a consumer who complained about an- 
other mail-order firm, the agency re- 
sponded with a form letter: ‘‘We are the 
federal agency that looks for unfair or il- 
legal business practices. We can do 
something only if it is in the interest of the 
general public to do so. It really depends 
on how widespread the practice is, how 
many consumers are hurt, how much 
harm is done.’’ But what the agency didn't 
advertise was the fact that it didn’t pros- 
ecute the real criminals, the fraudulent 
ones. ‘'We have investigated some of 
these outfits,’ said Tom Westhoff, an in- 
vestigator on the JS&A case and no long- 
er with the FTC, ‘‘but we really don’t have 
the authority to get them. They can go 
bankrupt, and there’s just not much we 
can do." It seemed that the commission 
had the authority to go after every busi- 
nessman but the bad one. 


The Chicago office tried to prove that 
JS8&A’s "‘illegal’’ acts were hurting con- 
sumers. But when a nationwide search 
turned up only 300 complaints against the 
company—not bad for a company that 
processes some 200,000 orders a year— 
the FTC shifted gears. ‘‘We didn't have to 
get a single complaint,”’ claimed West- 
hoff. ‘‘We can just go out there and say, 
‘Let us see your records.'"’ No Fifth 
Amendment protections here: the better 
the records kept, the easier it was for a 
company to hang itself. And what about 
that letter to the consumer about looking 
for “illegal business practices’’ that were 
“widespread,”’ that hurt ‘many consum- 
ers," that did ““much harm’’? ‘‘That letter 
was just something for the public,”’ ex- 
plained Westhoff, ‘‘not a policy state- 
ment." Were the FTC required to follow 
the same rules that it imposed on the busi- 
ness community, given that candid admis- 
sion, it would be in the docks for deceptive 
advertising. 

Despite what the FTC told the consum- 
er, it was under no obligation to prove that 
its cases were in the public interest or that 
the companies it pursued had actually hurt 
the consumer. In a policy statement is- 
sued at the end of 1980, the five FTC com- 
missioners explained that ‘whenever 
objective evidence of consumer injury is 
difficult to obtain, the need to identify and 
assess all relevant public policies as- 
sumes increased importance.” In increas- 
ing numbers of cases, ‘‘difficult to obtain" 
meant obtaining no objective evidence at 
all. Moreover, the ‘‘public policies” the 
FTC invoked in the absence of evidence 
were, for the most part, nothing more than 
the myriad rules and regulations that the 
commissioners themselves wrote. 

The bizarre logic of this construction 
was illustrated in a case that the FTC won 
against Reader's Digest in 1980. As part 
of a promotional campaign in 1973 and 
1974 the magazine had mailed out what 
itcalled ‘Travel Checks” and ‘‘Cash Con- 
vertible Bonds."’ The FTC decided that 
these mailings violated a previous cease- 
and-desist order not to distribute “any 
confusingly simulated item of value."’ The 
magazine contended that there was not 
one bit of evidence that anyone had been 
misled or confused—much less harmed 
—by its ad campaign. But in applying the 
“public policy’ criterion of consumer 
harm, a district court judge told the mag- 
azine that it ‘misses the point."’ The point 
was that Reader's Digest had already 
signed a consent order agreeing not to 
employ ‘those or similar practices” and 
had thereby given up any right to claim 
thatits promotional items were not confus- 
ing. ‘‘Thus,"’ concluded the judge, ‘‘when- 
ever such promotional items reach the 
public, that in and of itself causes harm 
and injury.” 

In applying this kind of legal double- 
speak, the FTC was able to turn its con- 
sumer-protection mandate on its head. In 
1977, for example, the Cleveland office 
went after the Kroger Company, the na- 
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tion's second-largest supermarket chain, 
charging that the food retailer's price- 
comparison advertising was deceptive. 

One would think from reading the con- 
clusions of the FTC’s administrative law 
judge that Kroger was a real heavy. “The 
acts and practices of respondent,” he 
wrote, ‘were and are prejudicial and in- 
jurious to the public."’ The agency, how- 
ever, had presented no evidence of actual 
harm. It had deduced injury by claiming 
that Kroger’s food price comparisons—on 
some 600 items that were carried by both 
it and its competitors—had not been 
based on “methodologically sound” sur- 
veys. In effect, the FTC claimed that 
Kroger's ads were deceptive and injuri- 
ous because the company had not proved 
otherwise. 

In fact, as many experts pointed out, the 
FTC's methodology fetish would only have 
the effect of discouraging price compari- 
son ads and in the end hurt the consumer. 
So wrongheaded was the FTC’s prosecu- 
tion that even the president's Council on 
Wage and Price Stability (COWPS) felt 
compelled to tell the commission that im- 
posing such ‘‘scientifically pure’’ stan- 
dards on advertisers was anything but in 
the public interest. "If the survey tech- 
niques required are too stringent,” 
COWPS wrote the agency in 1978, “the 
firm may simply decide not to engage in 
price advertising. The net result may be a 
less well informed consumer. More impor- 
tant, if the dissemination of price informa- 
tion is discouraged, price competition will 
be discouraged. The result would be high- 


er prices."’ That was a nice way of saying 
that, as a COWPS economist later put it, 
“The whole thing was absurd.” 

Not only had the FTC dumped millions 
of dollars of public money—and forced 
Kroger to pump millions of its own dol- 
lars—into what was essentially an aca- 
demic debate, but also in the process it 
became the public's enemy. The ban on 
food price comparisons, according to one 
economist’s estimate, would cost $5 bil- 


lion because of increased prices—the- 


consumer would pay it all. 

With smaller companies the FTC could 
maneuver around the legal lacunae with- 
out attracting too much attention. In Man- 
hattan, for instance, a once prosperous 
and bustling skin clinic located on the is- 
land’s opulent Upper East Side has been 
turned into a quiet tomb because of the 
FTC's neurotic attachment to its own stan- 
dards of scientific purity. 

Edouard Hayoun, an Egyptian Jew who 
had immigrated to the United States in 
1961, was a cosmetologist. He had set up 
a small clinic in Brooklyn in the mid-sixties 
and was so successful in ridding his pa- 
tients of the ravages of acne that by 1975 
sheer word of mouth had propelled him to 
the posh surroundings of Manhattan's 
“Gold Coast."' Clients, some of them des- 
perate cases, lined up in droves for a 
chance to take Hayoun’s acne cure. His 
files bulged with testimonials from former 
pockmarked patients; his walls were lined 
with before-and-after photographs. 

By 1977 Viva magazine had heard 
about Hayoun’s treatments and assigned 


“Crown me!”' 
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areporter, herself an uncured acne victim, 
to test Hayoun’s claims. The headline in- 
troducing the October 1977 article sum- 
marized the results: ‘ACNE: A REAL 
CURE AT LAST.” 

Using the experience of the Viva report- 
er and her subsequent story, Hayoun be- 
gan to advertise a home-treatment plan in 
a number of national magazines. The ad 
for the $39.95 kit, which included detailed 
instructions and a diet plan, opened with 
a ‘‘Banish Acne Forever’ headline and 
promised that ‘‘the treatment is uncondi- 
tionally guaranteed to immediately arrest, 
reduce, or ultimately banish even the most 
virulent and tenacious acne condition.” 
Hayoun was completely confident of his 
product, and based on the high percent- 
age of reorders, it seemed that his cus- 
tomers were, too. 

But not the FTC. Hayoun and his treat- 
ments ran counter to the prevailing view 
of medical science, which said that there 
was no cure for acne. The FTC dismissed 
the many witnesses Hayoun presented to 
show that his method worked. He offered 
professional dermatologists the opportu- 
nity to evaluate his clinic and talk to his pa- 
tients. None of the FTC’s expert witnesses 
had accepted the offer. But a prominent 
New Jersey dermatologist, Dr. Harvey 
Glass, a diplomate of the American Board 
of Dermatologists, did. He called Hay- 
oun’s results “‘truly amazing.”’ 

None of this fit the FTC's narrow con- 
ception of what advertising was meant to 
do. It ordered Hayoun to stop all adver- 
tisments ‘‘for the kit or any of its compo- 
nents or any other acne product or 
regimen” unless those ads were accom- 
panied by the statement that ‘‘no product 
can cure acne.” 

As with Kroger, the effect of the order 

was to discourage anything but puffy, non- 
informational advertising. It prevented 
Hayoun from differentiating his method 
and its results from the hundreds of other 
products flooding the acne industry mar- 
ket, products that had done nothing for the 
many pitted and scarred faces that found 
their way to the Hayoun Clinique and were 
restored. ‘‘In my heart,’ said Hayoun, 
who is now getting ready to close the busi- 
ness, ‘‘and it’s the truth, | know | have a 
cure. But! cannot say it in the advertising. 
My product is very good, my treatment is 
very good, and | never hurt anybody. I'm 
losing money, and |’m down to the bone 
....1'Il tell you something. If] was a phony 
guy, | would close the business and put 
it in somebody else’s name. | didn't, be- 
cause | know |’m not phony. I’ve been 
helping thousands, or hundreds of thou- 
sands of people, and no one is not hap- 
py.” 
Unfortunately for Hayoun and the peo- 
ple who have now had another option 
closed by the government, there is but one 
arbiter of happiness: the Federal Trade 
Commission. Caveat consumptor. 

It was the same lesson Konrad Boe- 
kamp had learned in his long ordeal with 


the FTC. Like Hayoun, like Joe Sugarman, 
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Right away, the figures are impressive. Jennifer Patterson 
stands five feet four inches (add six feet for the hill), 
weighs a wispy 105, and measures in at 36-26-36 inches 
—easy numbers to remember. One slender hand sports 
a small rose tattoo—a love brand from her high-school 
sweetheart, who knew agood thing when he sawit. 
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Descended from 
proud southern 
stock (is there any 
other kind?), Jenny 
has no desire to 
leave her home 
state of Georgia, 
much less live 
north of the Mason- 
Dixon line. Honey- 
suckle roses don't 
fare well in north- 
ern climes. Too 
frigid, she tells us, 
as a sympathetic 
shiver runs down 
our spine. 


Jenny left home 
early and grew up 
quickly—so quickly 
she's still part child 
at 21. Stuffed ani- 


mals nestle on her 
bed; she sips beer 
only through a 
soda straw 


Aman, feels Jenny, 
is Career enough : 
keeping his home 

neat, and bed 
warm, Supply-side 
economics: he'll 


deliver the goods, 


she'll provide the 
services. 


Rite 


Wy 


(And they say 
there aren't any 
bargains any 
more!) Like most 
accomplished 
southern belles, 
the fine art of 
lovemaking isn't 
her only talent. 
She plays the 
piano like a dream. 

4 At parties, making 
music, she's the 
center of attention. 
As, of course, she 
is here, to 
our delight. 


Ota 


| 
| 
| 
| 


70 PENTHOUSE 


In space no one can hear you come. 


he spacecraft was destroyed ona 

Friday in 1998, when the typically 

shoddy Chrysler guidance-system 

malfunctioned, mistook a meteor 
swarm for a friendly convoy, and sent the 
Sojourner || head-on to join it, where it was 
battered into scrap metal. 

In the confusion of abandoning ship, 
Dylan and Cher, aged six and five, were 
separated from their families and wound 
up Sailing off, away from the other survi- 
vors, in an escape pod with the old ship's 
cook, Frenchy. 

Cher had never been too fond of 
Frenchy; the way he liked to set her on his 
lap and tickle her bottom made her un- 
easy. But Dylan thought he was keen, es- 
pecially the funny tattoos on his arms that 
said things like “Leather Forever’? and 
“Born to Offend.’’ The one on his chest, 
of the naked man with the goat, was par- 
ticularly fascinating. 

But Frenchy was able to pilot the es- 
cape pod to a small Earth-class planet or- 
biting a Sol-type sun, where they landed 
on an island in a major sea, on the shores 
of a balmy, tropical lagoon. !t reminded 
them of the ‘Robinson Crusoe”’ ride on 
Disney Moon. 

He showed them how to convert the 
pod into a survival module with private 
quarters for each of them, how to activate 


the food console to produce warm meals . 


from the twenty-year supply of Nutri-Paks, 
and how to work the entertainment panel 
to play holovision tapes. Frenchy had a 


dozen or so tapes of his favorite video 
shows back on earth, but all old stuff from 
the eighties, like ‘Mork and Mindy,”’ “‘Dal- 
las," and “Three's Company.’’ Space- 
wrecked with reruns! Still, better than 
nothing. 

Frenchy had saved two storage canis- 
ters of his personal effects. One contained 
clothing, toiletries, some bottles of funny 
water that made him act crazy, and a vial 
of white powder that he liked to inhale 
through a straw. Grown-ups were weird. 

The other canister he kept locked, and 
he evaded their questions about its con- 
tents. ‘‘That’s my love locker,”’ he said 
cryptically. 

‘What's a love locker?" asked Cher. 

‘It's what keeps a lonely castaway from 
going nuts,” he said, giving an enigmatic 
leer. 

‘What's in it?"’ asked Dylan. 

“Oh, the kind of stuff grown-ups use to 
get off.” 

‘What's ‘get off’?’* Cher was curious. 

“Getting off is the most enjoyable feel- 
ing and experience a person can have. 
You're too young to know about it.” 

“Oh, boy,” Dylan brightened. ‘‘Can | 
have some?" 

‘Me some, too,"’ insisted Cher. 

“Not a chance," he said flatly. ‘‘Not till 
you're bigger, say ten or twelve." 

“Why not?” they wailed in chorus. 

“Well,” he explained, ‘‘everybody has 
things they use to get off. But you've gotta 
be old enough to know what you're doing. 
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Uh ... you kids know what the word 
‘kinky’ means?’’ They shook their heads. 
“| didn’t think so. Well, it means you 
shouldn't use a love locker till you know 
about sex.” 

“What's that?’’ demanded Dylan. 

“It's, er, what men and women do to- 
gether. For pleasure. To make babies.”’ 
They stared at him dumbly. He turned the 
color of a Class M sun. “Forget it; we'll 
be rescued before long, and then your 
folks can tell you.” 

Frenchy was wrong. The months 
passed, then a year, and while they lived 
pleasantly on the shores of the lagoon, the 
old man’s behavior grew gradually strang- 
er, and he went to his love locker to get 
off more and more often. 

Sometimes he’d take out mysterious 
holotapes, which he refused to show 
them, and then seal himself in the viewing 
chamber for hours on end. Sometimes 
he’d drink the crazy water and do bizarre 
things. Like putting on a black rubber suit 
and having Cher walk on his back, wear- 
ing pointy-heeled shoes. Or directing Dy- 
lan to beat him with a transmitter aerial 
while he was tied to a tree, wearing a huge 
blonde wig and a bra. Or making them 
bury him in the sand and then go poop on 
his forehead. 

Now and then he’d sit on a signal flare, 
then put on a football helmet and some 
panty hose, ignite the flame, and have Dy- 
Jan chase after him, yelling ‘‘Blitz! Blitz!"’ 
When asked what the point of this was, 
Frenchy just said, ‘You're too young to 
remember Joe Namath.” 

One night, when they’d been marooned 
for almost two years, Frenchy announced 
that it was New Year’s Eve. He went to his 
love locker and removed some things and 
relocked it. First he drank the last bottle 
of crazy water and sucked all the white 
powder into his nose. Then he had Dylan 
and Cher bind him tightly in leather straps 
and stick several long, thin pins into his 
behind. When they did this, his “‘sprin- 
kler’-—as he called the thing men had be- 
tween their legs—grew quite large and 
then spit, after which he moaned and 
sighed with happy relief. 

‘Was that ‘getting off?’ Cher asked 
timidly. 

“Never mind,’’ he said thickly. “I'll tell 
you later. Just drag me down by the water 
so | can hear the waves and my music.” 
They did so, leaving him lying and listen- 
ing to some ancient cassette called ‘‘Ma- 
cho Man.” 

Cher and Dylan slept soundly through 
the sudden squall that blew in during the 
night. The next morning the old man was 
nowhere to be found. They never saw him 
again. 

They missed him for a while, but as the 
months progressed, he faded from mem- 
ory. They ate, explored, lolled, played, 
and increasingly ran naked as_ their 
clothes disintegrated. At first they tried to 
break into the love locker, but the lock was 
too secure. They finally discarded it be- 
hind the module and forgot it. 
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Until several years later, when the hair 
appeared around Cher’s peehole and the 
buttons on her chest began to swell into 
round things. This baffled Dylan. “‘What're 
you doing? That’s a dumb place to grow 
a beard.” 

“?’m not doing it,’ she snapped. “‘It’s 
just happening. And it’s not a beard. 
Mommy had hair there, remember? And 
her chest was big, too.” 

“Well, they always said you took after 
her,” he allowed. ‘‘But why’s it happening 
now?” 

Cher paused thoughifully. ‘‘l think . . . it 
means |’m turning grown-up.” * 

“No fair!” he wailed. “'/’m not turning 
anything!” 

“Whatta you want from me?’ she 
sniffed and went off to think about this turn 
of events. And to inspect these odd 
changes. She found that softly rubbing her 
round things made a warm, pleasurable 
feeling start in her tummy. She wondered 
what would happen if she rubbed the hair 


® 


They beat, pinched, poked, 
abused, gagged, and 
screamed at each other, and 
while this did somehow 
make them feel married, it 
would have gotten them 
crippled before it got them off. 
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just below that tummy. She tried it. Wow. 
The warmth spread out all through her, be- 
coming a tingle of giddy enjoyment. She 
hadn’t felt so good since a windstorm had 
blown a coconut-thing out of a tree to hit 
Dylan on the head. 

She kneaded herself until her fingers 
ached, and all the while two thoughts 
roiled in her head. (1) Frenchy had called 
getting off ‘the most enjoyable feeling a 
person can have.” (2) This wasn't it. It was 
close, even terrific, but something deep in- 
side told her there was more. 

She kept at it, though, almost every 
day—sometimes more than once. Dylan 
soon grew disgusted. “Always rubbing 
your peehole, that’s sick!”’ 

“It makes me feel good.”’ 

“Yuch! What if | did that to my pee- 
thing?”’ 

“Maybe your disposition would im- 
prove,’ she humphed. ‘‘At least it'd get 
you off my case.” 

“Bleah! Why don’t you just stick your 
whole finger in it,” he said derisively. 

My thoughts exactly, she reflected and 
promptly did so. 

What had been a mild wave of pleasure 
became a tsunami. She saw spots, 


gasped for air, heard herself moaning. It 
was as if she were stretching out for some- 
thing but unable to quite reach it. After a 
half-hour she gave up. Her vision cleared 
to reveal Dylan gaping at her crotch. 

“!_s'pose that made you feel pukey, 
too.”’ She was defiant. 

“It made me feel something,” he said 
breathlessly and then stared at his own 
lap. So did she, her eyes widening with 
surprise. Dylan’s sprinkler was crimson 
and standing stiffly, twice its normal size. 
The tip of it glistened. “Why don’t you try 
it Some more?” he said groggily. - 

He didn’t have to ask twice. She did, 
making her hips flail and his sprinkler 
twitch and strain. 

It became a ritual—she rubbing, he 
throbbing—and while the sensations were 
fabulous and exciting, they were also frus- 
trating and left the pair feeling vaguely 
cheated at the end, like having missed 
dessert. And it would sometimes ache 
afterward between their legs. But it did 
seem to start hair growing around Dylan's 
sprinkler, and they might have kept at it 
forever if Cher hadn't removed her finger 
several weeks later to find it glossy with 
blood. 

“Holy Jeez!" he blurted, quoting old 
Frenchy. ‘You busted it!” 

Cher was briefly alarmed, but there was 
no pain and no more blood than other 
times it had happened. Nothing serious. 
Even so .... “We're obviously doing 
something wrong,’’ she decided. 

“Maybe ‘getting off’ means bleeding,”’ 
he shuddered. 

“No, that’s been happening every 
month lately. It’s interesting, but it’s not 
‘getting off.’ 

‘How would you know?” he sneered. 

“4H know it when | do it. Trust me.” 

“Frenchy said it happened when men 
and women did something together,’’ he 
concentrated. ‘‘What did grown-ups do to- 
gether?” 

“Let's go watch the holotapes and see 
and then try copying them,” she said. 

They wasted weeks this way. The tapes 
were extensive, over two hundred hours’ 
worth, but they were all bland family fare. 
Alas, nothing like, say, Blue Lagoon. This 
produced the most frustration in space 
since Princess Leia blueballed Han Solo. 

They watched “Donny and Marie’ and 
then sang their throats raw and smiled un- 
til their faces froze. They watched “Mork 
and Mindy,” and he spent hours mugging 
and going “Nanu’ while she looked 
amused. They watched Superman and he 
leaped about while she clung to his neck 
until both their backs hurt. They watched 
Rocky, and he did calisthenics to exhaus- 
tion as she wrung her hands anxiously. 

“Soap” bewildered them, ‘‘Charlie’s 
Angels” bored them, King Kong appalled 
them. According to ‘‘Three’s Company,” 
there were too few of her; according to 
Semi-Tough too few of him; and accord- 
ing to “‘Dallas,”’ whatever they were sup- 
posed to do required at least ten people 
who hated each other. They were sure 
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they'd score with “Love Boat” but found 
that people evidently did it only during 
commercials. 

They mimicked couples they saw on old 
soap operas. 

“| need more personal space,” she de- 
clared. 

“Help yourself,’ he said, waving an 
arm sarcastically. ‘‘We got plenty.” 

“You're telling me,’* she winced. ‘‘Your 
turn.”’ 

“| need to be stimulated. { want a girl 
on the side.” 

“Good luck. Lemme know when you 
find her.”’ 

“Right,” he sighed. ‘This isn’t work- 
ing.” 

“Remember what Frenchy said about 
us being too young to know?” She grew 
intent. “If these tapes showed anybody 
getting off, he wouldn’t have let us watch 
them. He’d have stuck them .. .”’ She sat 
upright, snapped her fingers, and then 
stood and went behind the cubicle. She 
emerged dragging the love locker, crusty 
and sun-bleached with time. The tock had 
gone to rust and was no match for the 
pod’s pry-bar. Inside was a jumble of odd 
clothing, even odder objects—nozzles, 
stirrups, masks, tongs, corks, etc.—and 
his cache of private holotapes. 

“Big deal,’ Dylan grumbled. “We don’t 
even know what to do with this stuff.” 


“We can learn,”” she snapped. ‘We'll 
watch his tapes. They have to show what 
people use to get off.” 

How right she was. Old Frenchy had 
been an obsessive sexual eccentric—a 
total degenerate, by earlier standards— 
whose erotic tastes represented the sex- 
ual fashion of space age earth. Indeed, his 
tapes did show people getting off, in fifty- 
eight different ways! But none of these 
involved simple, penis-in-vagina inter- 
course, which bored almost everyone by 
1990. 

They wound up doing nearly everything 
but. 

After watching Even Cowgirls Get the 
Hots, they donned rawhide tights and 
played a variation on “pony” that included 
whips, spurs, and eventually welts. Noth- 
ing. 

Banana Split was fun to imitate, espe- 
cially with Rocky Road ice cream and 
pineapple chunks. But after watching 
Golden Shower Cocktail, it took some 
smooth talking by Dylan to get her to co- 
operate. “Just pretend !'m a drinking 
fountain,”’ he said. When they finished, 
she threw the tape into the sea. 

He also thought Gidget Goes Down 
raised some fabulous ideas, but Cher 
drew the line. ‘Me, suck on that thing?”’ 
she scoffed. ‘‘Forget it. You saw the tape. 
It spit all over her face!”’ 


“How's the water?” 
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“Maybe it’s supposed to spit,” he 
pressed. ‘Mine does, sometimes, when | 
shake it awhile with my hand.” 

“Yeah? Well just pretend your hand is 
my mouth.” 

‘| did,’ he admitted, blushing. “It was 
okay, but ... come on, maybe it tastes 
good!” 

“That’s what you said about your pee! 
Gah, that woman was crazy.”’ 

“But this isn’t pee,” he whined. Then he 
fell into a brooding pout. ‘‘You just don’t 
want me to get off.” 

“Okay,’’ she grumbled with resignation, 
"‘let’s give it a tumble.” 

The tumble lasted about thirty seconds. 
Dylan's sprinkler swelled in her mouth so 
rapidly that it would have choked her if it 
hadn’t erupted like a fire extinguisher. She 
fell back, gagging. Later, after rinsing her 
mouth, she snarled at him murderously, 
“Get off, | hope?”’ 

‘! think so,” he mumbled, dazed. 

“Good. Remember it well. Because 
that’s the last time I’m having anything to 
do with it.”’ 

He sat up, alarmed. “You didn’t get 
off?” 

“Not unless getting off means throwing 
up. Which | doubt. Frenchy threw up 
whenever he drank too much crazy water, 
and it never looked like he was getting off. 
‘Greatest experience,’ my behind! If that’s 
getting off, I’m staying on.” 

‘‘Maybe it grows on you,” he said hope- 
fully. 

“if it grows any bigger than that, | can 
digest it,’ she hissed. ‘Frankly, | don’t like 
anything that comes out of it. You want it 
down somebody's throat, try your own. 

“| did already,” he said morosely. ‘‘It 
won't reach.” 

They squandered two weeks when a 
tape called Coal Chute Candy convinced 
them that his sprinkler was supposed to 
go in her poop-hole. She found the effect 
not unenjoyable but afterwards often had 
discomfort on the toilet and once became 
totally constipated. At first she thought she 
might be making a baby, but Dylan didn’t 
like to contemplate what might eventually 
come out. Two days later they lunched on 
some wild, prunelike fruits, and that eve- 
ning his first penetration produced a fec- 
ulent flash flood that thoroughly revolted 
him. What if her poop-hole began working 
like her peehole! If she was going to start 
doing this once a month, to hell with the 
whole business! 

He slept alone for a week until his sprin- 
kler put a dent in his pallet and he ran out 
of dry places in bed. 

“We should keep trying,”’ he told her, 
“but not that way.” 

“Okay,”’ she said, agreeable to almost 
anything after seven nights of rubbing her- 
self and dreaming about salamis and nose 
cones. ‘But it did feel sort of nice, with you 
inside me.” 

“Yeah,’’ he muttered, ‘and it made my 
sprinkler smell like shit.”’ 

They watched kilometers of tapes, ap- 


ing whatever they could. This ruled out 
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PART THREE 


The new head of American 
law enforcement has only one 
outstanding qualification: 
he made Ronald Reagan rich. 


THE PRESIDENT’S MEN — 


BY JEFF STEIN 


WILLIAM FRENCH SMITH 


n 1789, when President George Washington talked his 

former military aide and personal lawyer into becom- 

ing the nation's first attorney general, it was a one-man 

job. Out of his annual salary of $1,500, Edmund Ran- 
doiph of Virginia was expected to pay his own rent, heat, 
light, stamps, and stationery. He had no personal assistant. 
He didn’t keep records. ; 

The easy abuse of the office was manifest even then, 
however, as Washington at the end of his term asked Ran- 
dolph to help him prepare a /egal rationale for taking his 

‘White House papers with him, foreshadowing similar prob- 
lems 200 years later when President Nixon and his sec- 
retary of state, Henry Kissinger, did the same thing. 
Randolph was richly rewarded in private practice for his 
presidential duties. ; 

“Of all the officers of the Government, those of the De- 
partment of Justice should be kept free from any suspicion 
on improper action on partisan or factional grounds,” Theo- 
dore Roosevelt warned his attorney general in 1904. But 
our recent history is filled with the names of attorneys gen- 
eral who have abused what the Supreme Court once called 
“the enormous power and its capacity for evil” that reposes 
within the Justice Department: A. Mitchell Palmer, whose 
midnight, no-knock raids terrorized citizens when Wood- 
row Wilson was president; Harry M. Daugherty, who turned 
his back on the Teapot Dome payoffs under his crony War- 
ren Harding; Bobby Kennedy, obsessed with murdering Fi- 
del Castro at any cost; John Mitchell and Richard 
Kleindienst, whose involvement in the Watergate break-in 


and cover-up helped destroy their friendRichard Nixon; and 
Benjamin Civiletti, who made sure that Billy Carter sucess- 
fully stonewalled investigations into the ‘First Brother's’’ 
questionable activities on behalf of the terrorist government 
of Libya. 

Unfortunately, President Reagan has chosen to follow 
this blemished tradition by appointing his friend William 
French Smith, an intensely private, white-haired Southern 
California corporate lawyer and a longtime confidant. From 
his cavernous offices overlooking Pennsylvania Avenue, 
halfway between the White House and Capitol Hill, Smith 
will make decisions as critical as any of those ordered by 
Alexander Haig at the State Department. The attorney gen- 
eral has an enormous influence over what will happen to 
us during the next four years—and more. It will be remem- 
bered that Bobby Kennedy, when he wasn't plotting with 
the Mafia to kill Castro, targeted civil rights and organized 
crime as Department of Justice priorities. This was a com- 
plete turnabout from the Eisenhower years, and the results 
affect us still. 

Across the street from the Justice Department sits the 
ominous-looking J. Edgar Hoover Building, home of the 
FBi—the attorney general's secret police. The FBI is per- 
haps the most publicized of the many divisions of the Jus- 
tice Department. Here are some others: the Drug 
Enforcement Administration, the Immigration and Natural- 
ization Service, the Bureau of Prisons, the U.S. Marshals 
Service, and the U.S. Parole Commission. In addition to 
overseeing these agencies, the attorney general is respon- 
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sible for the general enforcement of fed- 
eral law and makes major policy decisions 
in the areas of antitrust, civil law, civil 
rights, criminal law, tax enforcement, and 
land and natural resources. 

Because of this ttemendous power, the 
man chosen as atlorney general should 
obviously be beyond any conflict-of-inter- 
est temptations. Because the attorney 
general too often remains both judge and 
jury in the federal justice system—no mat- 
ter what the high-school civics books 
say—he should be an individual with the 
stature to be a Supreme Court justice. Wil- 
liam French Smith is merely a powerful 
corporate attorney and a close friend and 
lawyer of President Reagan who even to- 
day is known for only one fact: he made 
Reagan rich. , 

Emerging from a close-knit circle of 
Southern California millionaires, William 
French Smith, now 63, came to Washing- 
ton as a powerful lawyer famous for keep- 
ing a low profile. An attorney with the 
specialty of representing management in 
its struggles with labor unions, Smith guid- 

-ed the Los Angeles firm of Gibson, Dunn, 
and Crutcher into the position of being one 
of California’s most powerful and influen- 
tial firms while, as one of Ronald Reagan’s 
closet advisers, he swam easily among 
the elite as one of their own: a board mem- 
ber of the state’s utilities (Pacific Lighting 
Corporation, Pacific Telephone and Tele- 
graph), banks (Crocker National, Pacific 


Mutual Insurance Company), and indus- 
tries (Pullman Incorporated, Jorgenson 
Steel) and a member of the University of 
California Board of Regents. 

“He is a very cool guy,”’ observed at- 
torney Frederick Dutton, who served on 
the board of regents with Smith and was 
an aide to Robert F. Kennedy. “He has a 
great ability to move away from any con- 
troversy. He doesn’t move in and throw 
kerosene on a fire.”” Indeed. As Smith ar- 
rived in Washington to take up his duties 
as the nation’s chief law enforcement of- 
ficer, he remained a judicial cipher. 

‘He doesn't leave fingerprints,’’ added 
Dutton, and yet the tight-lipped lawyer 
soon raised a profile in the harsh glare of 
Washington politics: 

© New York Times columnist William 
Safire, a former Nixon speechwriter, 
chastised Smith in print for attending 
Frank Sinatra’s birthday party as the attor- 
ney general-designate. 

e On the same evening in early April 
that two Cuban exiles’ conviction in the 
1976 Orlando Letelier assassination was 
overturned, Smith dined at the Chilean 
Embassy in Washington. Requests for the 
extradition of top Chilean secret-police of- 
ficials, who were charged by Jimmy Car- 
ter’s Justice Department with ordering the 
murder, were still outstanding. The am- 
bassador was a Close associate of both 
Chilean dictator Augusto Pinochet and his 
secret-police chief. 


“Don't you think that it’s about time 
you saw a doctor about your yeast infection?”" 
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@ On April 16, Smith disclosed that he 
had ‘‘wholeheartedly”’ approved of the 
pardon of two top former FBI officials con- 
victed by a jury only months earlier for il- 
legal break-ins. The pardon by Ronald 
Reagan was volunteered to the men with- 
out their asking for it, two years before 
they were eligible, and without Reagan’s 
consulting the Justice Department's own 
prosecutors in the case. One of them, 
John Nields, reacted in both outrage and 
dismay. The pardon ‘‘strikes at the heart 
of American justice,’’ he said, and he ex- 
coriated ‘‘the executive branch pardoning 
the executive branch for violating the 
rights of the people.” 

e A few days later Smith announced 
that he was “reviewing” statutes that cre- 
ated the office of the special prosecutor, 
a position created to make sure the exec- 
utive branch didn’t wink at its own law- 
breaking. It was the special prosecutor, of 
course, who nailed Richard Nixon and his 
own attorney generals only seven years 
ago. 

There had already been some murmurs 
suggesting that Smith’s transition from pri- 
vate corporate attorney to public law of- 
ficer might prove difficult, such as the time 
when he was questioned about his mem- 
bership in two exclusive California men’s 
social clubs during his confirmation hear- 
ings. Some senators backed up the de- 
mand from women’s groups that he resign 
his membership in the California Club and 
Bohemian Grove, clubs whose employ- 
ment practices and record of restricting 
Jews and blacks had been condemned 
years ago by the California Bar Associ- 
ation. Faced with the same demand in 
confirmation hearings seven years ago, 
Judge Griffin Bell assented with the obser- 
vation that ‘| do not think | would be able 
to be trusted as much if | were a member 
of clubs which have discriminatory prac- 
tices.” Smith, however, brushed aside the 
complaints with the notion that his clubs 
weren't much different from the Boy 
Scouts or Girl Scouts. “‘He didn’t even 
think it was an issue,”’ added a spokes- 
man. ‘‘He’s not even thinking about it.” 

All of which prompted Delaware Demo- 
crat Joseph Biden to lecture Smith from 
the Judiciary Committee bench. ‘'l really 
hope,”’ he told Smith, ‘‘in the next several 
months you will go through some sensi- 
tizing. Otherwise, there will be a lot of em- 
barrassing things that will be read the 
wrong way, emanating from a man whose 
instincts are good and honorable but 
nonetheless are going to create the feel- 
ing that you are really not very sensitive.” 

“| don’t think he’ll be a [John] Mitchell 
or a [A. Mitchell] Palmer,’’ commented 
California superior court judge Jerry 
Pacht, who himself overturned a Univer- 
sity of California regents attempt to fire 
Communist professor Angela Davis. ‘‘But 
he’s a very, very conservative man. | think 
he knows there’s a Constitution out there 
somewhere. At least | hope he does. May- 
be I’m just optimistic.” 

Faced with the inevitability of Smith’s 
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“You feel inadequate because you are inadequate." 


confirmation, Biden chastised Smith gent- 
ly. AS was typical of such hearings, the 
panel tried to focus—and unsuccessfully 
at that—on Smith’s judicial views. 
Glossed over were his financial maneu- 
vers on Reagan’s behalf as the guiding 
hand of the Ronald Reagan Trust and es- 
pecially the many allegations of conflict of 
interest that arose regarding that role and 
his role as a regent of the university. 

Such a light-glove treatment followed in 
the footsteps of Smith’s near-invisibility 
over the decades in the California media. 
Neither the thick, daily Los Angeles Times, 
itself a member in good standing of the 
California elite nor any of the major region- 
al magazines had ever taken enough note 
of Smith to publish a full-blown profile of 
him. 

‘Maybe the answer,’ commented long- 
time Republican strategist F. Clifton White, 
for many years a member of the Reagan 
inner circle, ‘‘is that you, the press, didn’t 
believe he had power.” 

Such a perception would soon change, 
Frederick Dutton predicted. ‘‘) anticipate 
that if Reagan gets into a Bay of Pigs or 
Cuban missile crisis or whatever his first 

crisis is,” he said, ‘Smith will emerge as 
a very quiet, strong guy, the one Reagan 
turns to in those situations. My guess is 
that Smith will prove himself in the first real 
crisis of the administration.” 


“When Ronald Reagan arrived in Holly- 
wood in 1937,"’ Time magazine observed 
last year, “he had only a few dollars in his 
_ pocket and a $200-a-week contract with 

Warner Brothers. in the course of making 
more than 50 films, Reagan earned and 
spenta lot of money but ended up with rel- 
atively little saved. Yet today [Reagan] is 
a millionaire, with a net worth of at least 
$2 million and possibly as much as $4 mil- 
lion.”” 

The man behind Ronald Reagan’s rel- 
atively swift ascent to a position of inde- 
pendent wealth was William French Smith, 
the New Hampshire-born Brahmin who 
could claim two illustrious relatives: one, 
a great-great-great-grandfather, was a 
president of Harvard University; his own 
father, who lived in Boston, was president 
of the Mexican Telephone Company. 
Smith served in the Pacific in World War 
ll and, although educated at the University 
of California at Berkeley and Harvard, 
soon joined up with the Los Angeles law 
firm of Gibson, Dunn, and Crutcher. 

About the same time, Reagan was reap- 
ing a box office bonanza from a string of 
postwar B-movies and investing ina.ranch 
in the Santa Monica Mountains. Although 
his film career was soon in decline, a con- 
tract with “General Electric Theater’’ 
made up the siack, but in 1962, with his 
reputation for increasingly militant conser- 
vatism growing, it was not renewed. He 
was on the verge of being poor again. 

Enter William French Smith, Reagan's 
personal attorney. Following Reagan’s 
now famous television pitch in the summer 
of 1964, which yielded Barry Goldwater 
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$8 million in small contributions, Smith 
and the smail group of ultraconservative 
Los Angeles millionaires who became 
known as the “Kitchen Cabinet” took over 
the political comer’s finances and began 
grooming him for bigger things. Sixteen 
years later, as the group gathered in 
Smith's law offices and parceled out the 
now president-elect’s victory spoils, its 
members’ names would become well- 
known: Justin Dart of Dart Industries; 
Holmes Tuttle, a Los Angeles Ford dealer; 
Earle Jorgenson, of the steel company 
that bears his name; and William A. Wil- 
son, a land dealer and rancher. 

Smith and his friends soon embarked 
on a shrewd series of investments that 
challenged the law and remained totally 
shrouded in mystery until] Governor Rea- 
gan’s income-tax return was leaked to the 
press in 1971. What the returns revealed 
was the escalation of Reagan’s initial in- 
vestment in Yearling Row into a fortune 
through a series of very complicated fi- 
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“| think he knows 
there’s a Constitution out 
there somewhere,” said 

a California superior 
court judge about our new 
attorney general. 

‘At least | hope he does.” 
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nancial maneuvers. 

Reagan had bought the arid, rocky 290- 
acre spread in the Santa Monica Moun- 
tains for $265 an acre in 1951, land on 
which he made no substantive improve- 
ments and which, after 15 years, re- 
mained as agriculturally worthless as 
when he had first bought it, although he 
had annually claimed tax deductions as a 
rancher. A month after he became gover- 
nor in 1966, however, he sold off 236 
acres to Twentieth Century-Fox for $1.9 
million—a rate of $8, 178 per acre—a deal 
that made him financially secure for the 
rest of his life. Although the Zanuck family, 
which controlled Fox then, boosted Rea- 
gan as a candidate and contributed to 
his campaign, many investigators have 
thought there was much more to the deal 
than a generous show of affection. 

If so, Twentieth Century-Fox reaped its 
reward in 1968, when Reagan signed a 
bill earlier vetoed by his predecessor, Ed- 
mund G. (‘‘Pat’’) Brown, Sr. The bill gave 
Fox and other studios a whopping tax 
break of perhaps $3 to $4 million a year 
each on their film inventories, according 
to Brown. 

“Ht was so unfair to give them a break,” 


Brown told Penthouse. ‘I’ve always been 
puzzled by it. All the assessors were op- 
posed to it. It never should have been 
signed,” he added, noting that his earlier 
veto flew in the face of his own movie-in- 
dustry campaign contributors. “it was a 
real special-interest piece of legislation, 
very controversial.’ Brown pointed out 
that no other industry got tax breaks on its 
inventories at the time. 

But there’s more. When Smith engi- 
neered the sale of Reagan’s Yearling Row 
ranch to Fox, a 54-acre parcel not sold 
was placed in a purportedly blind trust 
controlled by Smith. The trust, in 1968, 
then sold the parcel to a subsidiary of Kai- 
ser Aetna for $165,000. A year later, the 
57th Madison Corporation, a mysterious 
firm incorporated in Delaware to camou- 
flage its controllers, took it off the Kaiser 
Aetna subsidiary’s.hands for roughly the 
same price, in effect, a reimbursement. 
Two reporters who sought to identify the 
men behind 57th Madison followed a trail 
that eventually led to the late Jules Stein, 
a cofounder of one of the world’s largest 
movie, record, and television conglomer- 
ates, MCA (the Music Corporation of 
America). The relationship between Stein 
and Reagan went back many years. In the 
early 1950s, Reagan, as president of the 
Screen Actors Guild, had helped Stein 
gain a guild waiver to allow MCA to move 
into television production—a major finan- 
cial breakthrough. 

In 1966 Stein hired Richard Zanuck of 
Fox after the Reagan-Fox land deal. And 
it turned out that Stein was a trustee of 
Reagan's blind trust~managed by 
Smith—when the trust sold Reagan's 54- 
acre parcel secondhand to the 57th Mad- 
ison Corporation. Reporters who inquired 
at 57th about the deal were referred to 
“Dr. Jules Stein of California.” Two of 
them, Howard Kohn and Lowel) Bergman 
of Rolling Stone, learned that the 54-acre 
parcel was ‘57th Madison's only specu- 
lative real estate in California.” 

The Reagan-Smith-Stein connection 
further increased Reagan’s wealth in oth- 
er ways. Stein’s stepson owns Oppenhei- 
mer Industries, an operation that provides 
tax shelters for the wealthy. With $2 million 
to invest after his various land deais, Rea- 
gan—or his blind trust—funneled money 
through Oppenheimer to purchase beef 
cattle on ranches in Wyoming, Nevada, 
and Montana, another legal tax write-off. 
When William French Smith filled out his 
financial-disclosure form in preparation 
for his hearings on confirmation to be at- 
torney general of the United States, Pent- 
house discovered that Smith had 
terminated a $5,000-to-$15,000 partner- 
ship in ‘Oppenheimer Industries, Wine- 
cup Ranch’ in 1980, shortly before his 
nomination. 

All through the 1960s, Governor Rea- 
gan refused to release his tax data. 
(Brown had also.) As a candidate, how- 
ever, he had been fond of spouting, ‘‘! 
think taxes should hurt.”’ When his leaked 


tax returns showed that the millionaire . 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 146 
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@Rules are made to be broken. And I've broken every rule there is, one time or another. ® 
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ONCE MORE,WITH FEELING 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY BOB GUCCIONE 


Lucky life. Corinne Alphen About her hamster Woosie: 
proclaims she's having awhirlwind “The perfect traveling companion 
romance with it. “I'll never be able He packs like a dream, and 


to see and do everything, but he'll eat anything—even airline food!" 


lintend to stay out of breath trying!” Corinne’s return engagement 


- She says. In that spirit Corinne as a Pet of the Month (she 


spends more nights in airports originally appeared in June 1978) 
than she does at home. marks a Penthouse first 


“Rules are made to be broken. And I've 
broken every rule there is, one time or another.” 
We forgive all her trespasses, however— 
especially trespassing so dauntlessly onto these 
pages. In the meantime, we find her guilty 
of being sinfully beautiful. 


If anything, Corinne is even lovelier this 
second time around. Modestly she concedes that 
success and experience become her. 
“When | was growing up in Lynn, Massachusetts. 
eating clam chowder, | never knew the 
world would be my oyster!” 


RE, 


Since Bob Guccione 
helped launch this 
shooting star, 
Corinne’s become 

a hardworking young 
film actress. 

Credits include Snap, 
Bandaid, The Star- 
maker (with Rock 
Hudson), /, the Jury 
(a Mickey Spillane 
thriller), plus a role in 
the upcoming Dino De 
Laurentiis film Dune. 


/ 


Best of all, she'll be 
featured in Bob 
Guccione's new epic 
film Catherine 

the Great. “Penthouse 
is my base,” she 

tells us. “And I’m one 
grateful lady that'll 
never split for long!" 
Corinne has also 
worked as a model, a 
television cohost, 

a sensational Vegas 
showgirl, and 

an accomplished 
beauty queen. 
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For the past two years, though, our perfectly crafted 
Pet has devoted all her energies to acting. Having studied at three 
acclaimed drama schools, Corinne is now being 
represented by the famed William Morris agency and is coached 
y privately by the actor-instructor Philip Nolan. 


Our “provocative overachiever” drives 
men crazy offstage as well as on. Life in the fast 
lane is fine but only if a girl slows down 
long enough to savor the company of men. She 
likes the kind of men who love their mothers, 
animals, kids, and her—in inverse order 


“And he needs a great 
headboard, too. Sometimes being 
tied up is the only way to calm 

me down.” (The implications leave 
us tongue-tied.) Corinne candidly 
explains that she prefers her 
lovemaking “wet, wild, and hard.” 
And as a creature of habit, she 
always follows her instincts: whenever 
aman-—or a camera—makes 
animal love to her, she's bound to 
come back for more. Ot, 


THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


Veterans’ organizations have reacted swiftly but predictably 
to the cuts in Veterans Administration funding for fiscal year 
1982 by Ronald Reagan's budget director, David Stockman. 
Such organizations as the American Legion, the Veterans of 
Foreign Wars, and the Disabled American Veterans feel a 
deep sense of betrayal over the difference between the prom- 
ises of candidate Reagan and the actions of President Reagan. 
Their outrage is not due to simple self-interest. It's based on 
a recognition that America’s treatment of its veterans is a mat- 
ter that goes to the heart of preserving the national security. 
The specific details of the VA budget cuts are not in them- 
selves important. What is important is that we must not forget 
that veterans are.literally a creation of our government. Gov- 
ernment either drafts people or offers enlistment contracts of 
one form or another. In both 
cases the government has 
made a contractual agreement 


to match the individual's ser- © 


vice obligation. 

Part of the government's ob- 
ligation is fulfilled by the provi- 
sion of pay, quarters, and food. 
An equally important part of 
that obligation, however, is the 
benefits veterans earn with hon- 
orable service. In this sense, VA 
benefits are literally deferred 
“fringe benefits,’ which, if you 


are lucky enough to survive by) 


military service, are yours to 
claim under the terms of the 
original contract. Today part of 
the veterans’ outrage over the Reagan-Stockman budget cuts 
is based on the fact that the government is reneging on the 
terms of its military-service contract. 

The most charitable reaction to Stockman’s cuts is that they 
are penny-wise and pound-foolish. They unnecessarily jeop- 
ardize the military services’ ability to recruit and train the in- 
dividuals needed to man and maintain the expensive additions 
of military hardware and technology called for in Reagan's de- 
fense budget. In stark terms, who among those contemplating 
military service as a consequence of Reagan's call for a ‘new 
Gl bill’’ will look at Stockman’s proposals and not have some 
doubts about the government's willingness to. keep its prom- 
ises in the future? 

We believe that Stockman's zeal in cutting the VA budget 
is a result of his failure to distinguish between “‘rights"’ and 
“earned benefits."’ In a recent interview, he said: ‘‘| don't be- 
lieve that there is any entitlement, any basic rights, to legal ser- 
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On the same day that the 
Reagan administration was proposing 
cutting $70 million from veterans’ 
benefits, it asked Congress to send over 
$90 million to El Salvador. 


vices or any other kinds of services. The idea that's been 
established over the last ten years that almost every service 
that someone might need in life ought to be provided, financed 
by the government as a matter of basic right, is wrong. We 
challenge that. We reject that notion.'’ Although Stockman’s 
conservative position is not without its supporters, they are ig- 
noring the fact that veterans have earned and paid for their 
benefits. In confusing veterans’ rights and veterans’ earned 
benefits, Stockman has further muddied the waters about how 
best to meet the ongoing needs of our veterans. 

We believe that the nation and the government must keep 
faith with our veterans. To do otherwise is to denigrate military 
service and invite wholesale rejection of any future call to 
arms. Today, when the army's chief of staff calls the army ‘‘hol- 
low" and the navy's ships can’t 
go to sea for lack of sailors, is 
no time for the nation to consid- 
er the treatment of veterans as 
some kind of nettlesome ‘‘so- 
cial problem.” In reality, it's 
time for President Reagan and 
his budget-cutters to recognize 
that veterans’ problems are ac- 
tually military problems. For too 
long veterans have been short- 
changed by the tendency to 
look upon their needs as some 
kind of an aberration rather 
than as a vital part of maintain- 
ing the national defense. Under 
Stockman the shortchanging is 
likely to increase. In addition to 
recommending steps designed to close down the VA’s med- 
ical system, he has cut or eliminated virtually all programs 
aimed specifically at Vietnam era and disabled veterans. The 
total cost of these programs is less than $70 million a year, 
or .0001 percent of the U.S. budget. The justification: these 
programs are supposedly “'peripheral’’ veterans’ programs 
and are considered inflationary. These cuts were proposed by 
Stockman on the very day that the Reagan administration was 
proposing to send more than $90 million to El Salvador in mil- 
itary and economic aid. Of course, there was no mention of 
the inflationary consequences of spending this $90 million. 

Mr. Stockman is obviously misguided about the relationship 
between veterans and national security. Perhaps his back- 
ground as an antiwar activist has made him intolerant of those 
who did answer their nation’s call. Nonetheless, his ignorance 
should not be an excuse for us to abandon our sacred com- 
mitment to our veterans.—William R. CorsonO+—q 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINION 


BY TOM GERVASI 


The author, a former U.S 
counterintelligence officer, wrote Arsenal 
of Democracy Il: American 

Military Power in the 1980's and the Origins 
of the New Cold War 

(just published by Grove Press). 


TEN LIES ABOUT 
EL SALVADOR 
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Bob Adelman 


efore Ronald Reagan took office, Henry Kissinger told his 
Bi ersicr team that what our foreign policy needed most 

was ‘‘a quick win.” This would signal the electorate that 
it had made the right choice, that a new administration had 
arrived which would act decisively, restoring America’s pres- 
tige in the world. Barely a month after Reagan's inauguration, 
Secretary of State Alexander Haig announced that ‘‘a well-or- 
chestrated international Communist campaign” of covert in- 
terference had been launched in El Salvador, an impoverished 
little Central American country whose affairs we ignored as 
long as the coffee beans were delivered on time. But lately 
El Salvador has undergone a wave of political violence un- 
paralleled since 1932. This violence the Secretary attributed 
to ‘‘Marxist guerrillas.” To defeat what he said was a threat 
“not just to the United States but to the West at large,’’ we 
agreed to supply the Salvadoran government this year with 
$123.5 million in economic aid and $30 million in military aid. 
The military aid, accompanied by 54 American military advis- 
ers, has gone for the lease of ten UH-1H armed helicopters 
and for the purchase, among other items, of M-16 rifles and 
81 mm mortars. To support this use of the taxpayer's money, 
the Reagan administration has told us ten lies: 


1 Walter Stoessel, under secretary of state for political affairs, 
tells us the Salvadoran guerrilla groups ‘‘lack popular sup- 
port.’ In fact, they have the support of every opposition political 
party, including the Liberal and Social Democrats and even 
a large portion of the party ostensibly in power, the Christian 
Democrats. Their parent organization, the Frente Democratico 
Revolucionario (FDR), is a popular coalition of more than 40 
political groups, with hundreds of thousands of members. 


2 The purpose of the insurgency, our State Department tells 
us, is “to impose a Communist regime.”’ In fact, the purpose 
of the insurgency is to find some relief from starvation, vio- 
lence, and terror and to gain for most Salvadorans a political 
voice that has been denied them by a brutally repressive re- 
gime. 


3 Secretary Haig tells us that the insurgency is “coordinated 
by Havana and Moscow.” In fact, it is coordinated in El Sal- 
vador by the FDR, which was formed with the support of Mex- 
ico, Venezuela, Colombia, Nicaragua, and many leading 
European social-democratic parties. The FDR is staunchly 
anti-Soviet. 


4 The economic aid, Under Secretary Stoessel tells us, ‘“‘will 
help the government eradicate the chronic social and econom- 
ic ills that have fostered unrest.’’ On the contrary, most of the 
money will pass into the coffers of the Fourteen Families, an 
oligarchy that our State Department once called “the most re- 
actionary private sector of any country in the world.” It has 
owned most of the country’s arable land since 1880 and since 
that time has used violence and military power to block reform. 


5 Our State Department tells us that ‘Soviet bloc’ nations 
have promised the insurgents 800 tons of arms, nearly 200 
tons of which were delivered last December. One of the doc- 
uments purporting to prove this itemizes a quantity of “12.7 
calibre’ machine guns. No such weapon exists. If the guer- 


rillas had received 200 tons of arms, their January offensive 
might have taken them straight through Guatemala. The only 
weapons allegedly captured from them are 100 M-16 rifles and 
some 81 mm mortars, which happen to be identical to equip- 
ment that we supplied the Salvadoran government. Some of 
the guerrillas are armed with hunting rifles and shotguns. Most 
have machetes. Few even have boots. The few modern weap- 
ons they possess were captured from the government or pur- 
chased on the Costa Rican black market and from private 
American arms brokers. 


6 President Reagan tells us that the guerrillas ‘‘boast’’ they 
have killed just as many people as have government soldiers 
and right-wing death squads. The figures he cites have not 
been authenticated. They come not from the guerrillas but from 
Constantine Menges of the right-wing Hudson Institute. Auth- 
enticated figures are available from the Legal Aid Commission 
to the Archbishop of El Salvador and from the El Salvador Hu- 
man Rights Commission. According to these agencies, 13,194 
people were killed in political violence in the 15 months 
through March of this year, 80 percent of them by government 
and right-wing paramilitary forces. 

For Americans the most controversial deaths were those of 
Maryknoll nuns Ita Ford and Maura Clarke, Ursuline nun Doro- 
thy Kazel, and Catholic lay worker Jean Donovan last Decem- 
ber. Ballistics tests confirm that they were killed by bullets from 
government rifles. Fingerprints of more than 20 members of 
the Salvadoran Treasury Police and National Guard were 
found on the victims’ Volkswagen microbus. The investigation 
that led to these findings was stalled for many months. Sec- 
retary Haig testified that the women ‘may have tried to run 
a roadblock”’ during ‘‘an exchange of fire.’’ There was no ex- 
change of fire. There were no bullet holes in the microbus. The 
victims were found 20 miles away from it, shot in the back of 
the head at close range. They had also been raped. The Sec- 
retary called his testimony ‘a prominent theory.’’ No one had 
ever heard it before. It was a deliberate attempt to suggest 
that these four Americans had been acting in aid of the guer- 
rillas and got what they deserved. Probably no indictments in 
the killings will be announced until after we have completed 
delivery of aid to the regime responsible for them. 


7 Roy Prosterman, a key architect of the Salvadoran land-re- 
form program, tells us that it will distribute the country’s wealth 
more equitably. But even if both current stages of the reform 
are completed, 60 percent of the population and 62 percent 
of the farmland will remain unaffected by it. The coffee plan- 
tations, the most profitable sector of the economy, will remain 
in private hands. 


8 Secretary Haig tells us that the government of President José 
Napoléon Duarte ‘‘offers the best hope of progress toward 
moderate democracy.” It offers no hope at all. Duarte’s center 
coalition of moderates was purged from the government and 
the junta by its rightist faction and has joined the FDR. Duarte 
has so little real authority that he dare not even confront the 
army sergeant who ten years ago took off two of his fingers 
and smashed in his face during an interrogation. The real pow- 
er belongs to Col. José Guillermo Garcia, the minister of de- 
fense, who sabotages every effort at reform. 


eSecretary Haig testified that the 

women (nuns) ‘may have tried to run a 
roadblock’ during ‘‘an exchange 

of fire.’’ There was no exchange of fire. 9 


9 Jeane Kirkpatrick, our ambassador to the United Nations, 
tells us that the Salvadoran regime is only ‘moderately repres- 
sive,” as if its victims felt only moderate pain. Ernest Lefever, 
the Reagan choice as our State Department's director of hu- 
man rights, claims that itis “arrogant for us to attempt to reform 
the domestic behavior of our allies.’”’ 

It is even more arrogant to condone it. Secretary of State 
Haig talks about the Soviet “hit list’ of nations in Central Amer- 
ica and claims that Moscow sponsors “‘international terror- 
ism."’ The newest CIA study finds too little evidence to support 
this contention. There is abundant evidence, however, that the 
Fourteen Families have funded paramilitary strike forces in 
Guatemala and Honduras for intervention in El Salvador 
should the junta fall. 

While we talk of Soviet terrorist training camps in Yemen, 
former Nicaraguan National Guardsmen train openly in Florida 
with anti-Castro Cubans for the day when they will attack the 
Sandinista regime. While journalist Claire Sterling notes how 
the terrorist attack at the Munich Olympics paralyzed an entire 
nation, no one considers how effectively nations are paralyzed 
by the legally sanctioned terrorism of their own governments, 
which practice torture and assassination on a mass scale. We 
ourselves sponsor terrorism in its most pernicious form. By 
restoring our relations with Chile and Argentina, Mr. Lefever 
would have us expand that sponsorship. 


10 The Reagan administration tells us that military aid to the 
Duarte regime will not lead to a new Vietnam. Columnist Wil- 
liam Safire rejoiced that our decision to provide this aid sig- 
naled the end of the ‘‘Vietnam syndrome.” It appears that he 
has forgotten the Vietnam lesson: that military power will not 
expunge a popular revolution nor any longer give us our way 
in the world. The prospect of failure in such an attempt places 
our prestige on the line and leads to further escalations of mil- 
itary power, just as it did in Vietnam. If once again we fail, that 
will be taken as another sign of America’s need to “restore” 
her power and will thus excuse a further round of waste in de- 
fense spending. If we succeed, we will lose what little moral 
authority we had left in the world, for once again we will have 
backed the wrong side. The solution is to cease military aid, 
mediate an armistice to end the killing, and hold free elections 
under U.N. supervision. This would produce in El Salvador 
what we supported in Zimbabwe, preempting Soviet involve- 
ment. 

Instead, the Reagan administration attempts to take our trou- 
bles abroad by identifying an external threat and picks in EI 
Salvador an arena where its demonstration of our new resolve 
seems most likely to succeed. Armed with what it hopes will 
be a successful episode of America’s righteous triumph in an 
evil world, it expects to validate a posture of militarism that 
has already helped to justify the devastating sacrifices now 
being forced on the middle class and the poor in America 
through reckless cuts in social programs. Those cuts will pro- 
vide further increases in military spending. That money will fur- 
ther consolidate wealth and power in our nation. The Reagan 
administration not only declares war on the Third World, re- 
assuring privileged oligarchies everywhere that we will protect 
their disproportionate access to wealth; it also aggravates a 
growing inequity right here at home by declaring economic 
war on most of the American people. Ot 
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POLICE STATE 


GONTINUED FROM PAGE 60 


he started a business on a hunch and a 
shoestring and became an industry inno- 
vator. And like the others, the price of suc- 
cess was a visit by the storm troopers of 
the FTC. 

Boekamp began tinkering with quartz 
heaters in the early 1960s after carting 
one home from Germany. Except for in- 
dustrial and commercial uses, they were 
not available in the United States. But Boe- 
kamp was intrigued by the way they heat- 
ed. Because of the quartz tubes that 
surrounded the heating element and al- 
lowed it to reach temperatures up to 500 
degrees higher than normal convection 
coils, Boekamp's gadget heated the same 
way the sun did—through infrared rays. 
This meant that the heat could be trans- 
ferred directly to objects—like people— 
instead of following the more inefficient 
path of traditional heaters, which had to 
warm the entire volume of air in a room 
in order to warm the people. It also meant 
that the central heating system could be 
shut off if a person wanted to settle down 
in one room of the house. 

Of course, none of this was important 
in the heyday of cheap oil, when the dif- 
ference between heating one person in 
one room and filling the whole house with 
hot air was pennies. By 1974, however, 
the difference was being measured in fist- 
fuls of dollars. That year Konrad Boekamp 
gave up his 15 years of work as an ex- 
ecutive with General Dynamics and risked 
his life savings—and a house—on a 
hunch that portable quartz radiant heaters 
were what an energy-crisis America 
would need. 

The rest was heating history. By the end 
of 1979 Boekamp had had to expand pro- 
duction facilities three times, hire more 
than 500 employees, increase production 
from 100 heaters a day to 5,000—and he 
still couldn't meet the demand. 

That's when the FTC entered the picture 
with its list of grievances. It didn't like the 
fact that Boekamp called his heater the 
“Energy Saver.’ It was upset that he had 
advertised his heaters as more efficient 
than conventional electric heaters. It didn’t 
like the fact that Boekamp, who himself 
had specialized in overseeing “nonde- 
structive testing'’’ programs for NASA 
while at General Dynamics, had not tested 
his product “in accordance with the test 
procedures ... prescribed by the Secre- 
tary of the Department of Energy.” 

It was to be a classic “public policy” 
case. The FTC didn't present evidence 
that any consumer had lost money be- 
cause of Boekamp's ads. None of this 
mattered because, as Lois Pines, the Bos- 
ton regional director, said, ‘the burden is 
upon the company to substantiate those 
claims to us. . . . It was their responsibility 
to... establish that the claims that we felt 
were false and misleading were not.” 

For the FTC it was enough to dredge up 
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an old Department of Energy regulation 
that was written four years before Boe- 
kamp put his first heater on the market. 
The regulation said that because the ratio 
between kilowatts of energy consumed by 
an electric appliance and the BTU's pro- 
duced is always the same, all electric 
heaters are 100 percent efficient. It was a 
frivolous definition of ‘efficiency’ that did 
not impart any useful information; howev- 
er, it did allow the makers of electric heat- 
ers to boast that their products were ‘100 
percent efficient.’ (No one really cared 
that the DOE standard meant that a frying 
pan was also a 100 percent efficient heat- 
er; for that matter, so was a’ 200-foot- 
length of insulated electrical wire.) 

Boekamp tried mightily to explain to the 
FTC that his heater heated people more 
efficiently, that the DOE standard of effi- 
ciency had nothing to do with keeping 
people warm. 

The FTC refused to budge. It issued its 
formal complaint against Boekamp in mid- 
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David Stockman, 
Reagan's director of the 
Office of Management 
and Budget, has charged that 
the FTC “created this 
whole facade of 
consumer protection in 
order to seize power.”’ 
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1980 and informed him that even if he de- 
cided to fight the order, the agency would 
get an injunction against his ads and the 
use of the Energy Saver name. His law- 
yers explained that it could cost a half-mil- 
lion dollars to fight; his accountants told 
him he couldn't afford it. Still, Boekamp 
would not agree to sign an order that he 
considered ridiculous unless the FTC 
would agree not to publicize it. He knew 
that no matter how right he was, any con- 
sent agreemen* made with the commis- 
sion would damage his business. 

During a marathon meeting on Septem- 
ber 15 in Washington, counsel for Boe- 
kamp and the FTC worked out a tentative 
agreement. The government lawyers 
promised that the order would be an- 
nounced only in the Federal Register, in 
a press release made available at FTC of- 
fices, and in the commission's limited-cir- 
culation weekly, News Summary. 

Still worried, Boekamp badgered his at- 
torney to reconfirm the promise. Accord- 
ing to the lawyer, in telephone calls on 
October 6, 9, 10, and 16 and November 
26, he asked repeatedly about the public- 
ity agreement; each time he received the 
same assurance. 


That is why:Boekamp woke up so sud- 
denly on the morning of December 2 with 
the news about the FTC’s news confer- 
ence. All his worst fears were confirmed. 
Lois Pines and her colleagues never 
missed an opportunity to repeat the 
charges that Boekamp was hopeless to 
defend against: 20 different times in al- 
most as many minutes the FTC spokes- 
people managed to say that Boekamp’s 
advertisements were ‘‘false and mislead- 
ing” or ‘“‘unsubstantiated”' or “misleading 
and false’’ or even ‘inappropriate, false 
and misleading and unsubstantiated."’ 

“Had | known that they were going to 
do something like that,’ said Boekamp, *'! 
would never have signed that agreement, 
even if it had meant losing my whole busi- 
ness." 

As it was, playing ball with the FTC had 
already cost him plenty: $100,000 for le- 
gal fees; $100,000 to replace the cata- 
logues and brochures that the FTC had 
found offensive; and an ‘‘agreement’’— 
written by the FTC—that required Boe- 
kamp to waive “‘all rights to seek judicial 
review or otherwise to challenge or con- 
test the validity of the order,"’ that required 
him to send copies of the charges against 
him to all present and future buyers of his 
heater, that required him for the next ten 
years to ‘‘promptly notify’’ the FTC if he 
became affiliated with any other energy- 
related business, that required him to 
“‘promptly’’ notify the FTC if he changed 
jobs. All this despite the agency's pious 
pronouncements that the agreement did 
not “‘constitute an admission of a law vio- 
lation by any affected party.” 

If the story had been datelined Moscow, 
it would have been described as another 
example of a police state regime; in the 
United States it was called ‘consumer 
protection.” 

When David Stockman, Reagan's new 
director of the Office of Management and 
Budget, called the FTC “a passel of ideo- 
logues”’ who have “‘created this whole fa- 
cade of consumer protection in order to 
seize power in our society,” there was a 
collective sigh of affirmation from those 
bludgeoned by the agency's arrogance. 
The Reagan transition team report con- 
cluded that a “‘narrowing of the agency's 
authority and a more explicit description 
of the agency's mandate are sorely need- 
ed.... While arguably motivated by high 
ideals, the commission and its staff have 
pursued many courses of action that have 
proven altogether counterproductive. This 
must change.” 

The Pertschuk regime was not a gang 
of outlaws. In the end it may have even 
been a useful, if rude, awakening to the 
fact that banditry under the banner of con- 
sumer protection was legal. Only radical 
surgery by Congress and the Reagan ad- 
ministration can excise the roguish tumor 
from the body politic. 0+, 


(This is the second of a series of articles 
on the federal government's regulatory 
agencies.) 


“Look, Doctor, he just said his first word!" 


THE PLAY’S THE THING 
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evenge is sweet. says Barbara 

Schaeffer, who's recently staged her own form of nonviolent protest. Seems her 

lover (a man with impeccable taste) spent too much time admiring the girls in 

Penthouse. Determined to get her share of adoration. she issued an ultimatum: 

keep on looking, said she, and you'll soon be looking at me! A photo agent and 
some smashing test shots later. her warning word's been made flesh. 
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Duly chastened, her body-builder beau is obliged to share his bounty 
with us this month. Brains over brawn. Barbara gloats triumphantly 
as she collapses in the peals of laughter that punctuate her every 
remark. At her diminutive 90 pounds, standing just five feet high 
Barbara's buoyant spirits seem to lift her right off the ground. Those 
are just my high heels, she corrects. We happily stand corrected 


Except for the fear of being stepped on. being small 
has its definite advantages: men may be looking down 
at her, but at least they're always looking. Her rule in 
such cases is simple: they can always look, but they'd 
better not touch—unless she gives permission. 
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An adventurous child of the 
seventies, Barbara's ex- 
plored every erotic avenue. 
Girls were more sisterly 
than sensational. Groups 
were too cluttered Kinki- 
ness made her laugh. 


Better alone with the man 
she loves, though rarely —if 
ever—on the conjugal bed! 
Better in a library. a waiting 
room, a laundromat. The 
fear of interlopers puts 
more fun in the frolicking 


Her other opinions, just as strong, are delivered with 
aplomb. Food? Hates everything about it. Chewing it, 
swallowing it, washing up after it. Drugs and liquor? 
Disgusting. Politics? Only when explained by Dan 
Rather—preferably if she were perched on his lap. 
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While Barbara's many admirers are hard at 
work, she feels compelled to put in a full eight 
hours of play, Swimming, tennis, and roller skat- 
ing, of course. When she turns 21, she may be- 
gin a career. And then again, she may not! 
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Despite such obvious assets as her sumptuous 35-23- 

35 inches, the thing she likes best about herself is her 

bubbly personality. When a girl has fun with herself. she 

observes, the pleasure can be contagious. Here's hop- 
ing it reaches epidemic proportions! 
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Harris used an AK-47 
automatic rifle, claymore mines, 
and strategically placed 
booby traps to take over Central 
Park—holding three 
New York City police squads at bay. 


FICTION BY STEPHEN PETERS 


H. got off the IRT 


Broadway Local ai Fifty-ninth Street and Columbus 
Circle. He hurried to the exit stairs. The bag on his 
shoulder was heavy. and he stopped to adjust the 
weight. Foul. humid air lingered on the platform. Arcs 
of light flashed in the tunnels, and he couid hear the 
scream of metal and machines. The express roared 
by behind him, and he watched the train speed past. 
the dark forms of the passengers looming in the win- 
dows. A hot wind blew in his face, and he ran up the 
Stairs to the street. 

He crossed Eighth Avenue and Broadway. walked 
past derelicts sitting on the steps of the Maine Mon- 
ument, and went through the entrance to Central 
Park. He followed the West Drive until he came to 
the Sixty-fifth Street transverse road and then 
crossed the roadway and the bridle path to the vast. 
open space of the Sheep Meadow. 

He approached the terrace, an old stone structure 
made of yellow sandstone and granite, and stopped 
at the railing that overlooked the fountain and the 
lake. He checked his watch, and it was eight-forty. 
There were pay phones outside the boathouse, and 
he wanted to be ready to make a call by 8:55 ° 
He jogged down the stairs and followed the edge of 
the lake until a paved walk led through the trees to 
the Trefoil Arch. 

The arch passed under the East Drive, and he hid 
in the darkness of the tunnel, watching the walk lead- 
ing to the boathouse. He heard the sound of a car 
starting, and a Parks Department car pulled away 
from the boathouse. He waited another minute to be 
certain the boathouse staff was gone and came out 
of the arch and over to the phones. 

He put in a dime and punched in a number. A 
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switchboard operator answered. 

“City Hall.” 

“tL want the mayor's office.”’ 

There were a series of clicks, and an- 
other operator came on the line. 

“Mayor.” 

He held his watch up to the light. 

“Listen carefully. | have a message for 
the city. In five minutes it will be twenty- 


two hundred hours. From that time on™ 


Central Park is mine. Anybody inside the 
Park after twenty-two hundred hours is 
risking his life. 

“Pay attention. I’m heavily armed and 
an expert in guerrilla warfare. |’m pre- 
pared to meet any kind of force. Centra! 
Park is mine and mine alone. I’m going to 
demonstrate my power; so listen up. The 
Twenty-second Precinct station house 
that's on the Eighty-fifth Street transverse 
in Central Park? I’m blowing it up at twen- 
ty-two fifteen. That’s eighteen minutes 
from now. Anbody inside is grease. Got 
that?” 

The operator was silent for a moment. 
Then she answered, respectfully, ‘Yes, 
sir." 

“?’'m aware that all calls to this office are 
tape-recorded; so in case you can't re- 
member, have it played back after | hang 
up.” 

He hung up, grabbed the bag, and went 
around the north end of the boathouse to 
the thick bushes and rock outcroppings 
above the lake. He got down on his knees 
and with his hands scooped away the dirt 
and leaves from the base of one of the 
bushes. 

Concealed underneath the network of 
roots was a plastic garbage bag contain- 
ing an AK-47 automatic rifle, a combat hel- 
met, and combat fatigues, made from 
camouflaged material, for use in the jun- 
gle. He put the shoulder bag on the 
ground and opened it. It was packed with 
banana clips, ammunition loads for an 
automatic rifle. He removed one and 
snapped it into place. 

He took off his clothes, sealed them in 
the garbage bag, returned the bag to the 
hole, and buried it. The combat fatigues 
were in good condition and fit comfort- 
ably, even though he began to sweat 
through them immediately. He double- 
checked the ground, hoisted the ammo 
bag and the AK-47, and put on the helmet. 

He moved quickly off the rock outcrop- 
pings and onto a walk, heading west to- 
ward the center of the lake. He ran into the 
trees, holding the rifle in front of his body. 
He paralleled the walk, moving quietly and 
expertly, invisible in the dark. 


There was loud yelling from the front of the 
station house. Two bomb squad officers 
appeared in the brightly lit doorway of the 
building. One of them spoke into a walkie- 
talkie, and in a few seconds two other of- 
ficers ran out from the parking lot. One of 
the men had a sniffer dog on a leash, and 
they moved across the roadway and 
stood under the trees. 
“Anything?” asked one of the men. 
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“Negative.” : 

“What time is it?’ One of the officers 
looked at his watch. 

“Almost nine-fifteen. Five seconds.” 

“We'll give it two minutes, then call in 
a ten-ninety. We're not gonna confirm a 
device here.” 

“No kidding.’ 

The man with the dog wanted to add 
something to the conversation, but the tim- 
er on Harris’s bomb was a little fast, and 
the station house exploded three seconds 
ahead of schedule. The concussion blew 
the men off their feet, and-they fell to the 
pavement. The dog put his tail between his 
legs and took off for Fifth Avenue. 

Two minutes after the action at the 
Twenty-second Precinct station house, 
Harris was moving south on the West 
Drive. He had the Yamaha at sixty miles 
an hour going downhiil toward transverse 
road number two. When he was about a 
hundred yards from the entrance to the 
park, he downshifted and vaulted the curb 
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A huge bamboo rake 
was imbedded in Dietrich’s 
chest. He twitched 
for a few seconds and 
then was still. 
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into the trees. He stopped behind the high 
wall on Central Park West and moved on 
foot to a position that gave him a clear 
view of the intersection of Eighty-first 
Street and Hunter’s Gate. 

The traffic light was green, and vehicles 
were traveling eastbound into the park. 
Harris loaded the launcher and waited for 
the signal to turn red. When the crosstown 
traffic stopped and cars started moving 
north and south on Central Park West, he 
fired four smoke bombs into the center of 
the intersection and secured the launcher 
in its holster. He snapped a new clip into 
the AK-47. He heard the sound of brakes 
and a collision, but he saw nothing except 
a cloud of smoke. He aimed the rifle in the 
direction of the trees that lined the walk 
next to the Museum of Natural History and 
expended the entire load, precipitating 
screams from unseen pedestrians. 

The Yamaha was idling smoothly, and 
Harris jumped back on, removed an AK 
banana clip from one of the equipment 
sacks, and reloaded. He saved the used 
clip. The new one was painted yellow to 
indicate that it was a blank firing device. 
He held the AK between his jiegs and 
revved the bike. 


Harris continued south on the West 
Drive and took the right fork that led up 
to the Woman's Gate entrance to the park 
at 72nd Street. There was no traffic, be- 
cause the Seventy-second Street road 
was closed on Sunday, but there was 
something else. People congregated near 
the entrance at night to sit on the benches 
and drink wine or to make pickups of 
drugs and lovers. Harris wanted to terrify 
these people and send them back into the 
streets with a message of fear. 


David Dix, the deputy mayor for criminal 
justice, was in a limousine moving up Am- 
sterdam Avenue. Traffic was bad. In fact, 
it had taken ten minutes to get from the 
Twentieth Precinct on West Eighty-second 
Street to the corner of Amsterdam and 
West Eighty-fifth Street, a distance of 
about five hundred yards. At this rate Dix 
was going to arrive at his destination, 
Eighty-sixth and Central Park West, in 
about an hour. 

The limo shot through a break in traffic, 
and Dix was distracted from his thoughts. 
The car turned onto Ejighty-sixth Street 
and crossed Columbus Avenue. Ahead 
Dix could see patrol cars blocking off Cen- 
tral Park West. Uniformed officers waved 
the limo through, and the driver stopped 
the car on the west side of the avenue. 

The driver held the limo door, and Dix 
crossed the avenue. It was empty of cars 
and pedestrians south for fifty blocks. A 
few newspeople were standing under an 
apartment building awning across the 
street from Mobile Command Post Truck 
One. The city owned four of these huge 
trucks, each complete with sophisticated 
communications equipment, television 
scanners, maps, radios, even living ac- 
commodations. Dix wondered whether he 
could get a cocktail inside. 

He was cleared by an officer, went up 
some steps, and entered the main com- 
munications area. Radio noise was !oud. 
Technicians were busy testing the control 
console. Dix headed for a group of men 
conferring over a large detailed map of 
Central Park. 

One of them was Commissioner Keller. 
Keller looked like an actor with a Ph.D. He 
was an imposing man, intelligent, articu- 
late. Keller greeted him and made room 
at the table. 

“David, you know Chief Curran.”* Cur- 
ran was borough commander for Manhat- 
tan North, another very sharp guy. Curran 
nodded. 

“Chief Curran,”’ Dix acknowledged. 

“Do you know Julianno, captain of the 
two-two precinct?” 

The ex-two-two precinct, Dix thought. 
“Sure. I’m glad you're all right.”’ 

“| wasn’t near the building at the time.”’ 

The last man at the table was dressed 
in dark green combat clothes. He was Don 
Eubank, the assistant chief commanding 
emergency services. 

Eubank didn’t always go into the field. 
It was called a ‘‘ride-out” unless the de- 


partment anticipated a big operation. To- 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 184 


Lisa 6THE FRENCH ARE FAMOUS FOR TWO THINGS. MUgilhiy 


THEATRES IN MONO 
a M IS COOKING. IN THESE 
CONNECTICUT THEATRES IN 
Crown Theatre OO DOEEY STEREO 
JULY 8 OPENING JULY 7 
COLORADO NEW YORK 
DENVER 
Kitty's Cine Art eee YORK CITY 
Ircus 
HARTER : East World 
Manchester Twin OPENING JULY 8 
LOUISIANA 
NEW ORLEANS NEVADA 
Paris bY LAS VEGAS 
MASSACHUSETTS IX Four Star 
WORCESTER Ix 
Fine Arts XIX OPENING JULY 10 
ee at CALIFORNIA 
Atl ak SAN DIEGO 
Jewel & Capri 
seg Crest a OXNARD 
oa FORK Marina Cinema 
LONG ISLAND OPENING AUGUST 21 
Rocky Point 
Ronkonkoma WASHINGTON 
NORTH CAROLINA BLAINE 
SOROTE Seaview | 
inema 

TENNESSEE : OPENING IN THESE 
NASHVILLE ee TTT M | THEATRES IN FULL 
JULY 9 ! ay AMM oT i STEREO SOUND 
ALABAMA ‘ : ee. JULY 7 
SR nCH AS INDIANA 
Conege INDIANAPOLIS 
JULY 10 Art Theatre 
CALIFORNIA 
SAN DIEGO JULY 8 
Tower MICHIGAN 
PENNSYLVANIA DETROIT 
Beste Studio North 
risto 

MINNESOTA 
EXTON 
Marchwood ST. PAUL 
PHILADELPHIA Faust 
Forum JULY 10 
a ee CALIFORNIA 
PASSAIC eee PARK 
Montauk . were 
lea leaete Starting BROOKE WEST Featuring DESIREE COUSTEAU JULY 17 
wy 15 With CATHY GRENIER MONIQUE CARRIERE CLAUDE IRISSON ARIZONA 
aOR, Written by MARTINE DELHORBE Directed 6, LOIC CHALMAIN SCOTTSDALE 
LONG ISLAND Produced by RICHARD TANTOLINI for Filminvest Corp. Kiva 
Regent A Reel Pleasure Unlimited Release KENTUCKY 
JULY 17 Filmed in Eastmancolor ©1981 Reel Pleasure Unlimited ere 
CALIFORNIA A Division of Beate Uhse Corp. 
FRESNO 4 OHIO 
Fine Ars , D0] [potsy stereo DAYTON 
Lato | IN SELECTED THEATRES Art } 
SACRAMENTO Sys e eae SS ae Fra oe see 
SAN FRANCISCO . ve CLEVELAND 
Presidio SS eS EY Heights 
Center 7920 ALABAMA AVE. * SUITE 201 * CANOGA PARK, CALIF. 91304 AK ON 
SAN JOSE Video Cassettes in Beta and VHS Format Available for $89.95 ‘Art Z 
Towne Stereo Sound For $99.95 (VHS only) Rs 
OHIO MASTERCARD AND VISA ACCEPTED WASHINGTON 
CLEVELAND CALL OUR TOLL-FREE 24 HOUR NUMBER 800-423-5106 SEATTLE 


Westwood IN CALIF. CALL (213) 992-6170 Dealer Inquiry Invited Midtown 


ou know the experience of having an 
ace in the hole. Now enjoy the satisfaction of being dealt a pair of aces. PENT- 
HOUSE Magazine and FORUM Magazine. 


PENTHOUSE offers a full year of titillating pleasure with the world’s most beauti- 
ful girls, all photographed in the most provocative and alluring ways. 


But PENTHOUSE Magazine is more than just a pretty face. In fact PENTHOUSE 
is the third most quoted publication in America, with exclusive interviews and ar- 
ticles that expose everything from political espionage to sexual encounters. 


And now raise your stake with a subscription to FORUM Magazine. 


FORUM, where you'll find straight talk on the subjects of sex, health and the life- 
styles of the eighties. 


FORUM, where 50,000 people—like you—write in every year with their most com- 
pelling stories and intimate discoveries. And that's why people have come to de- 
mand nothing less than FORUM Magazine. 


So subscribe to PENTHOUSE and save $5.00 and subscribe to FORUM and 
save $6.00. Just fill in the coupons below and win the whole pot. 


PENTHOUSE 


Subscription Dept., P O. Box 900 
Farmingdale, New York 11737 


0 YES! | want to save $5 off the news- 
stand price. Send me one full year (12 tor- 
rid issues) of PENTHOUSE for just $26. 


FORUM 


Subscription Dept., P O. Box 930 
Farmingdale, New York 11737 


0 YES! | want to save $6 off the news- 
stand rate. Send me one year (12 issues) 
of FORUM for only $15. 

C1! want to increase my savings. Send 
me 2 years (24 issues) for just $46—a $14 
saving off the single copy rate. 


(| want to increase my savings. Send 
me 2 years (24 issues) of FORUM for just 


$28. 
Name Name 


0 Please extend or renew my current 
subscription at the same low rate. 
C) Check/Money Order Enclosed 


O Please extend or renew my subscrip- 
tion at the same low rate. 
CL) Check/Money order enclosed 


OVISA C0 Mastercard OVISA OC Mastercard 
Acct. # Acct. # 

Exp. Date____— Interbank # for Mastercard _L T_T] 
Interbank # for Mastercard LLL] Exp. Date 

Signature Signature 


Print clearly please. Payment must accompany or- 
der. Rates for U.S., APO, and FPO addresses only 
Canada and elsewhere. $36 for a 1 year subscrip- 
tion. Allow 6-8 weeks for delivery of first issue. All 
payments must be made in U.S. currency. Offer void 
after March 1982 7181PP 


Payment must accompany order. Rates for U.S.. 
APO, and FPO addresses only. Canada and else 
where, $21 for 1 year, $40 for 2 years. Please allow 6- 
8 weeks for delivery of the first issue. All payments 
must be made in U.S. currency. Offer void after Mar. 
1982 718PF 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
! 
| 
Adee, — a = | @ “Apuw arHe 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
J 
| 
| 
| 
! 
1 
| 
! 
| 


1 
! 
I 
1 
1 
! 
l 
! 
| 
! 
l 
1 
! 
Address Apt. # | 
| 
1 
! 
| 
! 
| 
| 
1 
| 
I 
) 
1 
! 
| 


128 


PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW 
LARRY HOLMES 
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I'm the heavyweight champion, 
and right now nobody in the world 
can beat me except myself. 


ast October, World Boxing Council heavyweight box- 
ing champion Larry Holmes ended Muhammad Ali's 
attempt at a comeback and sent him into retirement 
when he totally outclassed Ali in a bout that was 
stopped after ten rounds. Holmes reportedly earned $6.5 
million for his night’s work, but the victory wasn’t without 
its bittersweet aspects. Ali had long been his ring idol as 
well as his benefactor. Holmes'’s initial earnings as a boxer 
came in 1971, when Ali hired him as a sparring partner. 
By now, it seems possible that Ali’s student eventually 
might make people forget all about the master himself. 

Undefeated in 37 pro bouts, Holmes is a superb stylist 
who's equally adept at offense and defense. The 31-year- 
old resident of Easton, Pa., possesses the most damaging 
left hand in boxing today, and he uses it like a battering 
ram. He is perhaps the only fighter in the world who can 
deck an opponent with a single left jab. Still, Holmes gen- 
erally isn’t regarded as a devastating puncher, even though 
the Ali fight was his eighth straight title defense to end in 
a knockout, thereby tying the divisional record established 
by heavyweight Tommy Burns in 1908. Since winning the 
World Boxing Council crown from Ken Norton three years 
ago, Holmes has become boxing’s most dominant titlehold- 
er, and at the moment there’s not a single heavyweight on 
the horizon who seems even remotely capable of defeating 
him. Holmes won't go begging for challengers, however, 
for these days the WBC heavyweight championship auto- 
matically makes its holder a multimillionaire. The Ali bout 
was Holmes's biggest fistic payday, but the so-called Eas- 
ton Assassin has been hauling in seven-figure purses since 
winning the title in °78. Holmes received $1.5 million for de- 
feating lightly regarded Ossie Ocasio in his second title de- 
fense, and his bout with Earnie Shavers in ‘79 brought him 
$2.5 million. For a young man who was so poor that he 
couldn’t afford shoes at the start of the seventies, Larry 
Holmes has clearly come a long, long way. 

Born in Cuthbert, Ga., on November 3, 1949, Holmes 
was the fourth eldest of John and Flossie Holmes’s dozen 
children. The family moved to Easton when Holmes was 
five, but his father couldn’t find work there and moved on 
to Connecticut, where he labored as a gardener and sent 
money home. It wasn’t enough to keep the family off wel- 
fare, and when Holmes was 13, he dropped out of the sev- 
enth grade to work full-time at a local car wash for a dollar 
an hour. It was the first in a string of low-paying pursuits 
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that included sandblasting, working in a quarry, pouring 
steel, and driving a dump truck. 

When he was 15, Holmes and his friends would show ° 
up on Saturday nights at local bars, where they fought each 
other in exchange for free meals. Holmes became an ama- 
teur boxer when he was 19 and won 22 of 23 fights before 
turning professional in 1973. He then ran off 21 straight vic- 
tories but remained unknown and unrated until he defeated 
Roy Williams in 1976. It was a costly triumph: Holmes broke 
his right thumb in the bout and didn’t fight again for nine 
months. When he got back into action in 1977, Holmes eas- 
ily dispatched four opponents. He finally got a big break 
in 1978, when he was matched against the powerful Shav- 
ers. Holmes gave the veteran contender a boxing lesson 
in the course of easily outpointing him, and three months 
later Holmes won the WBC title in a grueling 15-round bout 
with Ken Norton. Until April, wnen he won an easy 15-round 
decision over tough Canadian heavyweight Trevor Berbick, 
Holmes had knocked out every opponent he’d faced since 
winning the title. 

To interview Holmes, Penthouse sent free-lance writer 
Lawrence Linderman to meet with the heavyweight king in 
Easton, Pa. Linderman reports: ‘‘Larry Holmes is currently 
one of the sporting world’s hottest commodities, and get- 
ting him to sit down for an interview isn't easy. Since de- 
feating Ali, Holmes has been constantly on the road to 
attend various sports and charity functions, and although 
we began our interview in Easton, we ended it in New York, 
just before Larry was about to board a plane for New Or- 
leans. 

“Holmes is six feet four inches tall, weighs two hundred 
fifteen pounds, and indeed looks like a boxer. When | met 
him at his office in downtown Easton (yes, there is a down- 
town Easton), Holmes shook hands the way most fighters 
do: gently, the better to protect those valuable mitts. 
Holmes schedules his time carefully and wanted to get on = 
with our interview immediately, but between unceasing 2 
phone calls and visitors to his office we got very little ac- 5 
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complished. We began our interview the next morning, = 
when | met Holmes at his huge house, which he shares with § 
his wife, Diane, and one-year-old daughter, Kandy. Holmes & 
helped design the cavernous place, and it includes such * 
amenities as a gym and a large indoor swimming pool. The & 
feature Larry likes best is that the house was fully paid for 2 
before he moved in. & 
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“The heavyweight champion is.a friendly, intelligent man who 
finds that his goals keep changing. A few years ago all he wanted 
was to become heavyweight champion of the world, but now he’s 
become preoccupied with preparing for a life outside the ring. 
Holmes takes as many speaking engagements as he can in 
hopes of one day being glib enough to become a television fight 
commentator. (‘Can't you see me and Howard. Cosell as a team?’ 


Penthouse: Before your bout with Mu- 
hammad Ali last fall, you said you admired 
him so much that you really didn’t want to 
fight him, but you also said you wanted to 
“get the monkey” off your back. Exactly 
what did you mean by that? 

Holmes: | meant that people were uncer- 
tain that | could beat him. Ever since | won 
the title, people were telling me, ‘‘Ali’s 
gonna knock you out. He's the real 
champ, and he can still beat you.” That 
was the monkey | wanted off my back, and 
it's gone now, but | also knew there was 
no way | could really win. | mean, no mat- 
ter how good | did, people were still gonna 
say, ‘Well, Ali was old when you got him.” 
And that’s happened to a certain extent, 
but | don't pay those people no mind. 
Penthouse: Nevertheless, most boxing 
experts feel it.was obvious that Ali was 
well over the hill when he fought you. You 
don't think so? 

Holmes: Oh, | didn’t think he was well over 
the hill, but | didn’t think he was the way 
he used to be, either. Ali tried to convince 
himself that he was as good as most peo- 
ple thought he still was, but | knew that 
wasn't true after watching his second fight 
with Leon Spinks, which Ali won on a 
close decision. That was almost three 
years ago, and you don’t get any better 
with age, not when you're as old as Ali and 
have fought as many times as he has. You 
can only get worse. So when we signed 
the contracts for our fight, | knew | could 
whip him—and he knew it. | just couldn’t 
see him beating me. A lot of other people 
thought he could, though, and as a matter 
of fact they made Ali believe he’d win. But 
that’s the fight game. 

Penthouse: What had you seen during the 
Ali-Spinks fight that made you so confi- 
dent about putting him away? 

‘Holmes: | thought Ali was vulnerable to 
body punches, especially right hooks. 
And he never could block a jab without 
pulling away from it, and the same thing 
was true about Ali trying to block a right 
hand. He used to have such good reflexes 
that he could pull away from those 
punches, but when he couldn't, he’d get 
hit. Those were the main things | saw when 
| looked at the Ali-Spinks fight, and when 
we fought, Ali tried to pull away from all 
the jabs that I threw; he didn’t try to block 
them. Well, he couldn't pull away or duck 
under them, because his reflexes weren't 
as fast as they used to be, Somebody for 
ABC television counted the number of 
jabs | threw in the first round, and out of 
69 punches I’m supposed to have landed 
56. 

Penthouse: Going into that fight, Ali knew 
he'd have to defend against your jab. 
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in Easton, Pa. 


What did you have to watch out for? 
Holmes: His overhand right, which | knew 
Ali would try to throw over my jab. And he 
did come over it a couple of times, but 
nothing serious. The big improvement that 
| saw in myself during that fight was that 
| think better inside a ring than | used to. 
Just about every time Ali was ready to do 
something, | knew what he was going to 
do before he could try it. For instance, 
when he’d get ready to throw a jab, I'd 
throw a jab and beat him to it. And every 
time he was ready to throw a right hand, 
| moved away from his right, so he 
couldn't throw it. Ali's problem was that he 
couldn't get off, and he couldn't get off be- 
cause | didn’t let him get off. Three years 
ago | don’t know that | could’ve thought 
that quick. 

Penthouse: Ali was always a master at 
psyching out his opponents. Did any of his 
shenanigans before the fight irritate. you? 
Holmes: That stuff might have worked on 
some other fighters, but no, it didn’t get 
to me. Before the first round started, he 
was out there getting the crowd to yell 
“Ali! Ali!’’ but | knew this much about it: 
you can have 100,000 people cheering for 
you, but they can’t help you fight. He didn’t 
bother me at all. 

Penthouse: A lot of people thought you 
were doing some psyching on your own 
when you made him wait in the ring for 
more than five minutes before emerging 
from your dressing room. Was that delib- 
erate? 

Holmes: No, it’s just that the schedule was 
messed up. Really, | had no intention of 
making him wait. There was so much ex- 
citement that night it almost seemed like 
amateurs were running the show. There 
was just no control, and when ! found out 
that the fight wasn’t gonna start on time, 
! raised sin about it. 

If you noticed, when | finally got into the 
ring | did a lot of moving around, trying to 
keep warm. See, once my body's ready, 
! want that fight to start; | don’t want to 
stand around listenin’ to a whole lot of jive. 
In the dressing room, | loosen up, shadow- 
box, do my bends, and | break a nice 
sweat. At that point, I’m ready to fight. | 
get myseif to a peak, and if there’s a delay, 
| lose concentration; my mind starts wan- 
dering, and then | have to build myself 
back up again. There was just no control 
that night, so | had to do what | thought 
was right for Larry Holmes. Ali could have 
stayed in his dressing room the same as 
| did in mine. 

Penthouse: You used to be Ali’s sparring 
partner. Do you think that gave you any 
kind of edge in the fight? 

Holmes: All it gave me was a job, but back 


he joked, when telling me about his plans.) Regardless of how 
that pans out, Holmes has no intention of becoming another ex- 
jock on the New York-Los Angeles circuit; he intends to remain 


“Although Holmes had begun preparations for his June title 
defense against Leon Spinks, the Ali fight was still on his mind, 
and it provided the opening subject for our interview.” 


then just being a sparring partner for Ali 
was something I|.never thought | could do. 
In 1971, when | was ‘still an amateur, my 
former manager took me up there and | 
was hired as a part-time sparring partner. 
| felt like | was working for the king. News 
travels pretty fast in boxing circles when 
you have potential, and it wasn’t long be- 
fore people heard the rumor that ! fought 
similar to Ali, so before the second AliJoe 
Frazier fight, Joe hired me as a sparring 
partner. | learned a lot about boxing from 
those guys. But even more than that, be- 
ing around Ali and Frazier taught me a 
great deal about life in general. Joe was 
a local guy in Philadelphia, but | traveled 
to a bunch of places with Ali, and he 
showed me what people expect from you, 
not just as a fighter but as a person. In and 
out of the ring, Muhammad Ali was always 
a champion. | mean, even when he was 
ina down mood, he always treated people 
with respect and had a smile for them. 
Other fighters would say, ‘‘Get out of here. 
| ain't got time:for you.” But Ali was always 
a gentleman. | respect him and like him a 
lot. 

Penthouse: Do you remember how you 
felt the first time you got into a ring with 
Ali? 

Holmes: Yes, | do. | wanted to make an 
impression and show Ali | was worthy to 
be a sparring partner. And when | sparred 
with him—in '71 and as late as '75—Ali 
worked good. People now say that Ali 
doesn’t really box or hit back when he 
spars, but he hit back when / sparred with 
him. Later on, he started working with 
smaller sparring partners, and before our 
fight, well, | think he just didn’t train with 
top-notch boxers. He trained with Marty 
Monroe, which was a good move—Mar- 
ty’s a pretty good fighter—but he also 
trained with lighter guys, because he 
thought if would make him faster. But 
those guys couldn't really put pressure on 
Ali or make him back up, which he was 
gonna have to deal with when he faced 
me. 

On top of that, | don’t think Ali really 
worked out on them, which was another 
mistake. My theory about training is that 
the only way you can get in shape is by 
throwing punches; you can’t get in shape 
only by running up and down hills. That's 
something you've got to do for sure, be- 
cause stamina is a boxer'’s top need—you 
can be the best damn fighter in the world, 
but if you get tired in the ring, a kid can 
whip your ass. Muhammad Ali always had 
a lot of stamina, which is one of the best 
defenses in boxing. Ali also had a lot of 


“ boxing ability and very quick hands, but 


no real punch. That was enough, though. 


Penthouse: After the fight, Ali claimed that 
the thyroid pills he’d taken to lose weight 
had slowed him up and were responsible 
for his lackluster performance. Do you be- 
lieve it? 

Holmes: Hell, no. Ali said he felt so 
damned good taking those pills that he 
doubled up on them, and then he said the 
overdose made him weak for the fight. 
Later on, he said he took the thyroid pills 
before the fight and also took some three 
hours after the fight. He don’t know when 
he took the fuckin’ thyroid pills. But | don’t 
think they had anything to do with what 
happened in the ring. It’s just that Larry 
Holmes is so damned good, and | know 
I'm good. Nobody can tell me | ain't. Only 
way they can prove it is by knocking my 
ass Out, and nobody can do that. 
Penthouse: Ali didn’t win a single round 
during your bout last October. Were you 
surprised how easily you were able to 
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the Czar. Yet Wolfschmidt Genuine 
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supreme standards which elevated 


beat him? 

Holmes: No, and to tell you the truth, | 
knew | had the fight won after the first 
round. Ali was really finished after the 
sixth; only his willpower and determination 
kept him going. It was an easy fight, but 
all my fights have been easy except for 
Ken Norton and my second bout with Ear- 
nie Shavers. Besides those two | haven't 
had any hard fights, because | just have 
too much ability for other boxers. Most 
fighters lose rounds; | don't. 

Penthouse: What made Norton and Shav- 
ers So difficult for you? 

Holmes: They're both very tough fighters. 
Norton has always been underrated, be- 
cause after his first bout with Ali—he 
broke Muhammad's jaw and won a deci- 
sion—he never won a big fight. He lost 
twice to Ali, and also George Foreman 
knocked him out, and so did Shavers, but 
a few years ago everybody else Kenny 
Norton fought Kenny Norton beat. He was 
a harder hitter than most people give 
him credit for, and he was also a good 
all-around athlete. When Norton got 
knocked out by Cooney in May, he 
shouldn't have been fighting in the first 
place. Earnie Shavers is a lot easier to hit 
than Norton, but if Shavers hits you clean 
on the jaw, he can knock you out with one || 
punch. He is the hardest puncher | ever 
met up with. 

Penthouse: Shavers proved it by flooring 
you with a right hand to the jaw. What did 
that feel like? 

Holmes: There was no real feeling. All| felt 
was wham!—and | was down and trying 
to make sure | knew what | was doing. But 509) 
there was no pain or anything like that. It |" LESCHMID! 
was just wham! | got up and told myself | ceNuINE 

| couldn’t make the same mistake twice, VODKA 
and | ended up knocking him out in the f 100 
eleventh round. You know, Shavers was 
so sure he’d beat me that before the fight 
he went out and bought a $700,000 ‘ 
house. He’s still got it, but | don’t know for u 
how long. , | 
Penthouse: A number of sportswriters be- yf 

lieve that up until you knocked him out, in | > - 
the twelfth round, current WBA heavy- 15 


it to special appointment to his 
Majesty the Czar and the Imperial 
Romanov Court. 
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weight champion Mike Weaver gave you 
the toughest fight of your career. Do you 
disagree? 
Holmes: Damn right | do. The only reason 
that fight looked hard was because | was 
sick. A few days before the fight | came 
down with a virus, and | was taking 
shots—antibiotics—an hour before | got 
into the ring with Weaver. | don't want to 
make any excuses, but that's really what 
happened. | probably shouldn’t have 
gone through with that fight. 
Penthouse: Then why did you? 
Holmes: Well, when it comes down to a 
matter of minutes and you've committed 
yourself to doing something in which peo- 
ple you like have hundreds of thousands 
of dollars on the line, you just don't want 
them to lose the money—at least, | didn't. 
But that’s nothing new, because | can't 
even remember the last time | was 100 
percent for a fight. For instance, | fought 
Ken Norton with one hand. Six days be- 
fore we fought for the championship, | 
pulled a ligament in my left arm. | fought 
toe-to-toe with Norton for 15 rounds with 
my left arm shot, and | still found a way 
to make it work and beat him for the title. 
Against Ali, | had problems with my right 
hand; | broke it ina fight in 1976, and dur- 
ing training for Ali | thought! broke it again. 
It turned out to be a bad bone bruise, and 
during my sparring sessions | wore a foam 
cast under my gloves, and | had the hand 
treated two or three times a day by my 
doctor. 

Gettin’ back to Weaver, | don’t think he 
would've lasted near as long if |'d been 


healthy. And if Weaver was supposed to 
give me such a hard fight, how come he 
only won 3 out of 12 rounds? 
Penthouse: Weaver has since become 
the World Boxing Association heavy- 
weight champion. Do you have any plans 
to unify the title by meeting him in a re- 
match? 

Holmes: Listen, there's only one heavy- 
weight champion of the world, and that’s 
Larry Holmes. | hold the World Boxing 
Council title, and to me Weaver's World 
Boxing Association title doesn't exist. The 
WBA is an organization that goes along 
with apartheid in South Africa, which is the 
policy that allowed whites to kill blacks 
down there. This is why | don’t recognize 
Mike Weaver as a champion: because he 
went down to South Africa and fought 
there. And it's also why he's not listed in 
the WBC ratings. The WBC is recognized 
by more than 100 countries; the WBA is 
lucky if 35 countries recognize its titles. 
Anyway, Weaver ain't gonna fight me. 
Penthouse: Why? Is he afraid of you? 
Holmes: Oh no, he'd like to fight me. He 
told me, ‘‘Larry Holmes, you got money. 
Give me a chance to make money.’ | think 
he should make some money here in 
America, where | made mine. | didn't sell 
anybody out by going against the govern- 
ment and fighting in South Africa, where 
whites are supreme and blacks are nig- 
gers. 

But the real reason Weaver ain't gonna 
fight me is because Bob Arum, his pro- 
moter, won't let him. Bob Arum is not a 
fool, even though he acts like one. Arum 


has one fighter, one champion, to exploit, 
and that's Mike Weaver, who's as dumb 
as they come and who's got ignorant peo- 
ple around him. Arum knows that Mike 
Weaver does not have the ability to obtain 
the heavyweight championship so long as 
he has to beat me for it. To build up his 
own name, Weaver told writers that the 
guy he KO'd in South Africa, Gerrie Coet- 
zee, would have knocked me out because 
Coetzee hits harder than me. If that's true, 
| wonder why | knocked Weaver out with 
an uppercut—and nobody gets KO'd by 
an uppercut, which is a setup punch for 
a left hook or a right cross. 

Penthouse: Do you think of yourself as a 
heavy-hitter? 

Holmes: I've knocked out eight of the last 
nine guys I've fought—ask them. | rate my 
left hand a ten, and it's become my domi- 
nant weapon. After | broke my right 
against Roy Williams in '76, | didn't stay 
out of the gym. | kept working, even 
though | only had one hand to work with, 
and | developed a great deal of power in 
my left. If you saw my fight against Ossie 
Ocasio, you probably remember that | put 
him down with a left jab. | think | have the 
best left hand in boxing, and my right does 
the job, too. | rate my right hand an eight, 
but that’s compared to Earnie Shavers’ 
right, which is a ten. This kid Gerry Cooney, 
who's being built up as a Great White 
Hope, has been saying he doesn’t think | 
hit very hard, but | don't see how he can 
say that, since he never got hit by me. 
Penthouse: Are you planning to give him 


the pleasure? 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 178 


“Ask me something about cows so | can put this on my expense account!" 
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COMMU! 


COMES 
TO 
TELEVISION 


OMNI changed the face of 
publishing forever. Now, OMNI 
is coming to television. Sci- 
ence, the future and an en- 
tirely new way of using the 
medium. A landmark series. 
From the publishers of OMNI 
Magazine and the much- 
acclaimed Emmy Award- 
winning science production 
team of Vivian Moss and John 
Savage comes a weekly 
prime-time half-hour series 
beginning in the fall of 1981. 


YOUR FUTURE ARRIRIVES ON PRIME TIME THIS FALL. 
DOO 


Windsurfing is the greatest balancing act on land or sea. 


Ride Pie Vind 


TEXT BY GENE O’ROURKE/PHOTOGRAPHS BY PETE TURNER 


A 35-knot wind fills the sail on 
Mike Waltze's board as he 
demonstrates championship style 
at Hookipa Beach, Hawaii. 


en miles to the south and two 

miles up,Mount Haleakala, Maui's 

huge dormant volcano, hides its 

head from the warm Hawaiian sun 

in a long train of white cloud. The lower 
slopes are carpeted with miles of bright 
green cane fields that descend to black 
lava escarpments at the edge of the sea. 

To the north, the deep blue Pacific 
swells are white-capped and broken by 
the feathery spume of broaching hump- 
back whales, which journey from Alaska 
to feed and mate in the warm Hawaiian 
waters each winter. Two hundred yards 
from shore the surf booms ten feet high 
over the reef and then rushes over the 
shallows onto a golden crescent of palm- 
fringed beach. 

This Eden is Hookipa Beach. Hard by 
the tiny town of Paia on Maui's north shore 
and a 45-minute drive from Maui's La- 
haina-Kaanapali gold coast, Hookipa has 
become the world center of windsurfing. 

At one end of the beach a small group 
of people are unlashing sailboards from 
an assortment of pickups, vans, and small 
Japanese sedans. Ken Winner, the cur- 
rent world’s champion. pauses in the 
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midst of his preparations to say that a hap- 
py combination of climate, winds, reef, 
and perfectly sloping sea floor has made 
Hookipa the best all-round windsurfing 
spot he has ever sailed. 

While Winner and others are readying 
their gear, Mike Waltze, 20, Hookipa’s 
resident windsurfing shaman and one of 
the sport's top competitors since its incep- 
tion, carries his board to the water, raises 
the mast, and hops aboard. 

Instantly the 20-knot wind fills the small 
sail, and the craft explodes into motion. 
Waltze, leaning back hard into the wind, 
his tail only inches from the water, sizzles 
across the shallows with startling speed, 
whips over the froth of waves that have 
broken, and literally shoots up the face of 
a ten-footer. Bursting through the curl in 
a cloud of spray, the board flies ten feet 
into the air. Waltze, clinging leechlike to 
the rig, maneuvers it in midair, lands per- 
fectly, and rockets away toward the next 
incoming breaker, where he repeats the 
performance. Turning downwind, he rips 
along the face of the next wave for several 
hundred feet, cuts back over its crest, and 
beats back to the wind, the rig invisible 


from shore except for the top two feet of 
the bright yellow sail. 

Within minutes Waltze’s rig is surround- 
ed by others as Ken Winner, Cort Larned, 
Betty Birrell, Klaus and Malte Simmer, and 
others sail out from the beach to practice 
for the Pan Am World Cup Windsurfing 
Championships, held in March on Kailua 
Bay on the island of Oahu. 

For the next several hours, this small 
group, champions all, stages a dazzling 
display of sailing and acrobatic skills. In 
a sunny maelstrom of wind and water, 
they sail their tiny craft at speeds of up to 
25 knots through the big surf. 

Early in the afternoon the wind freshens, 
and the surf grows larger. Tiny Betty Bir- 
rell, a Canadian flight attendant for Cana- 
dian Pacific Air, who lives on Oahu, tears 
up the face of a huge wave, shoots high 
into the air in an almost inverted position, 
yet manages to land right side up and sail 
away. Betty, who has been windsurfing for 
five years, took second place in the wom- 
en's division of last year’s Pan Am World 
Cup Championships. 

Ken Winner and Cort Larned collide on 
the face of a wave, drop into the water, 


and are buried in the break. Moments later 
both are up and sailing. Winner and 
Larned, both 25, are at the top of the wind- 
surfing hierarchy. Ken, a college senior 
from Annapolis, Md., is current ‘‘Wind- 
surfer Class’’ world champion and has 
held the title for four straight years. Excel- 
ling in all phases of boardsailing, he has 
sailed across 100 miles of open sea from 
Maui to Oahu in seven hours, setting a 
world’s record, and sails in the surf at Ava- 
lanche, a section of Sunset Beach on Oa- 
hu’s north shore where the surf frequently 
runs 30 feet high. He also went on to win 
the Pan Am championship in Kailua Bay. 
Cort Larned, a 1980 Windsurfer American 
Champion and holder of numerous other 
titles, owns and operates sailboard shops 
and schools in Miami Beach with his girl 


Hookipa Beach, the windsurfers’ mecca, was 
the preparation site for many participants in the 
Pan Am World Cup Championships. Among 
them, Mike Waltze (far left, top), considered the 
best big-surf jumper. Klaus Simmer (far left, 
bottom) is a top competitor from Germany. Bet- 
ty Birrell (below), a native of Canada, is one of 
the best women windsurfers in big waves. 


friend, Rhonda Smith, who has been the 
windsurfer women’s world champion for 
the past two years. 

Malte Simmer, 21, who, with his brother 
Klaus, is a top competitor from Germany, 
races along the crest of a 15-foot monster, 
loses his wind, and is pitchpoled, the force 
of the breaking wave driving his mast top 
into the reef and snapping it in half. He has 
to lie on top of the tangled rigging and pad- 
die his board a quarter of a mile to the 
beach. When asked what caused his hor- 
rendous crash, he quietly replies: ‘'| got 
crunched.” 

Mike Waltze, who has placed in the top 
five in every major competition he has en- 
tered since 1969 (when he was nine years 
old), spots a huge rogue wave approach- 
ing shore and sails straight up its 20-foot 
wall, nearly makes it over the top, but falls 
back into the trough and is buried in its 
thunderous break. A minute later his head 
appears in the chop, and he paddles slow- 
ly in. Lashing the board to his bright red 
Datsun pickup truck, he laughingly says: 
“God! | ate shit out there today!’"’ The term 
seems to be a common understatement 
used by the group to describe the horror 
of having half the Pacific Ocean fall on 
their heads. 

Boardsailing, or windsurfing, as it is 
more commonly known, combines a 
foam-filled plastic board and a small nylon 
sail supported by a pivoting mast and 
wishbone-shaped boom. Although there 
is some uncertainty about its origin, the 
sailboard in its present form is generally 
considered to be the 1967 invention of two 
Californians, Hoyle Schweitzer, an exec- 
utive in the computer business whose 
hobby was surfing, and Jim Drake, an 
aeronautical engineer who sailed when he 
wasn't designing supersonic bombers. 
After experimenting with a number of de- 
signs, Schweitzer eventually came up with 
a board 26 inches wide and 12 feet long, 
to which they attached a 14-foot mast on 
a universal joint that allowed it to be tilted 
in all directions. A dagger board was fixed 
just aft of the mast and a small tail fin, or 
skeg, was incorporated at the rear of the 
board to aid directional stability. The 
curved, wishbone-shaped boom could be 
raised or lowered on the mast to adjust for 
the individual's height and different sailing 
conditions. 

Schweitzer and Drake patented the 
free-sail system concept. Schweitzer later 
bought out Drake’s interest and invented 
and began manufacturing the ‘‘Wind- 
surfer’’ sailboard. At first, sales were hard- 
ly spectacular. Then several European 
entrepreneurs saw the boards being 
sailed and ordered large numbers of them 
for delivery in Sweden and Germany, 
where they immediately caught on as the 
new “‘in’’ sport. The Europeans also de- 
vised machines that simulated the sail- 
board’s movements on land, thereby 
enabling beginners to learn in about a 
third of the time normally required on the 
water. 

Operation of a sailboard is simple, at 
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leastin theory, but you need several hours 
of practice to get the feel of controlling the 
forces involved. Because it has no mov- 
able rudder, the sailboard is steered and 
controlled by tilting and swinging the 
boom, which is fastened to the mast at its 
forward end and to the clew, or aft corner 
of the sail, at ihe other. Tilt back, and the 
mast and sail will move back, causing the 
board to turn into the wind. Tilt forward, 
and turn downwind. Swinging the rear of 
the boom toward the body will sheet in the 
sail, causing the board to accelerate. 
Pushing it away has the reverse effect. 
Simply drop the entire rig, and the board 
will come to an almost immediate halt. 

Obviously a basic knowledge of sailing 
techniques and theory is a distinct asset 
when you are learning the sport. However, 
lack of such knowledge should not be a 
deterrent, because boardsailing is a much 
more visceral activity than sailing a boat, 
requiring constant changes in weight shift 
and balance to offset the inputs of wind 
and wave. The refinements in technique 
and knowledge of theory can come later, 
after the novice has mastered the simple 
art of spending more time on the board 
than in the water. 


As boardsailing boomed throughout 
Western Europe in the early seventies, 
Hoyle Schweitzer's ‘Windsurfing Interna- 
tional, Inc.,"’ licensed several manufactur- 
ers there to produce their own versions of 
the board, and by 1980 an estimated half 
million people were boardsailing on the 
Continent. In addition to Schweitzer’s li- 
censees, many other manufacturers in 
countries that do not have reciprocal pat- 
ent agreements with the United States pi- 
rated the design and produced thousands 
more. Today there are dozens of makes 
on the European market. 

Eventually the bird came home to roost 
as sales in the United States took a dra- 
matic upswing in the late seventies. This 
was at least partially the result of the in- 
troduction of the ‘Hawaiian harness.”' 
Worn like a short bolero-type vest, the har- 
ness is constructed of heavily padded 
webbing, which helps provide flotation 
and sports a heavy, open-ended hook 
protruding in front of the breastbone. 
Once underway, the boardsailor simply 
flips a line that is attached to the boom at 
both ends, just fore and aft of his position, 
under the hook and leans back, allowing 
the harness to support his weight. This al- 


leviates the need for gorillalike strength in 
the arms and allows one to sail great dis- 
tances without tiring. If the boardsailor 
falls, he merely flips the line out of the 
hook. The harnesses are for experienced 
sailors and shouldn't be used by begin- 
ners, whose reflexes have not been con- 
ditioned to respond quickly to the sudden 
changes in wind and wave action. 

Foot straps were another innovation in 
sailboard design that gave the name 
Windsurfer real meaning. Until their intro- 
duction in 1978, a boardsailor could not 
maintain control of his craft when it shot 
off the top of a large wave. The addition 
of the straps, several of which are fas- 
tened to the board, allows the sailor not 
only to maintain contact with the craft but 
also to actually maneuver it in midair and 
help steer it with his feet when he is sailing 
under normal conditions. Another aid to 
the boardsailor is protective clothing. Fall- 
ing into cold water (which you will do) fol- 
lowed by immediate exposure to the wind 
(which will be there or you wouldn't be 
boardsailing in the first place) can be ex- 
tremely uncomfortable and can induce hy- 
pothermia, a drastically lowered body 
temperature, which is not only exhausting 


but also dangerous, particularly if you are 
far from shore. 

If you intend to windsurf in air and water 
temperatures that are marginal, wear one 
of the many types of wet suits that are 
available in every style from long johns to 
shorties. You not only will be more com- 
fortable but also will be able to enjoy more 
hours sailing safely. 

There are now upwards of 50,000 
boardsailors in the United States, and the 
number is roughly doubling each year. 
Though Americans are still outnumbered 
by Europeans by a ratio of well over ten 
to one, many people are predicting that 
boardsailing will become the largest water 
sport in this country by the mid-eighties. 

You don’t need the monster surf of Ha- 
waii to enjoy this sport. Any body of water 
larger than a few hundred yards across 
and alittle wind can provide endless hours 
of fun. Sailboards average about $1,000 
complete, and there is little or no mainte- 
nance required other than hosing them 
down with fresh water after sailing in the 
sea. The most ubiquitous sailboard in this 
country, the standard Windsurfer by Wind- 
surfing International, lists for $930. Others 
range from the French import Magnum 


Steve Wilkings 


Klaus Simmer (left) shows fine style in ‘‘jump- 
ing a wave.’ Moments later he lost the wind and 
crashed, breaking his mast in half. 

300, a beginner's and children’s board 
that sells for $598, to the Sailboard 
Porsche Design, a special competition 
model that goes for $1,800. Although still 
young, the sport is spawning many types 
of accessories and _ special-purpose 
equipment. Different types of dagger 
boards, double and triple skeg boards for 
big surf, tandem rigs, high-strength car- 
bon-fiber masts and booms, storm sails, 
and other refinements are available, with 
more on the way. Moreover, transporta- 
tion is no problem, as an overall weight of 
50 to 60 pounds allows the craft to be eas- 
ily fastened to car-top ski racks. 

Although windsurfing provides sensa- 
tions of speed similar to those experi- 
enced in high-risk sports like hang gliding, 
motorcycling, and skiing, it is eminently 
safer, with no known deaths directly attrib- 
utable to the sport even among the crazies 
that sail the 30-footers at Avalanche. The 
one obvious caveat is that you must be a 
reasonably proficient swimmer. 

Coincidentally, if you aren't in good 
shape when you become involved with the 
sport, you soon will be, as all your mus- 
cles come into play while you are board- 
sailing. And although good muscle tone is 
a happy by-product of participation in the 
sport, brute strength is not a prerequisite. 
The combined weight of Robby Naish, 
who at age 17 has been a four-time 
world's champion, and Mike Waltze, who 
is considered by his peers to be the best 
big-surf jumper in the world, would barely 
be equal to one small NFL tackle (250 
pounds). 

Although participation in the sport has 
to date been largely male, more women 
are being attracted to it of late, and board- 
sailors now range in age from eight-year- 
old tadpoles to hoary refugees from the 
shuffleboard courts. 

lf you are the type who can't enjoy a 
sport without competing, there are two 
classes of competition currently available: 
Open Class, sponsored by the United 
States Board Sailing Association in con- 
junction with the International Yacht Rac- 
ing Union, which allows all makes of 
boards to enter, and the one-design Wind- 
surfer Class, open to that brand of board 
only and also officially recognized by the 
Union. Competition usually consists of tri- 
angle racing around buoys, slalom racing, 
long-distance racing, and free-style, the 
sailboard version of hotdogging on skis. 

Nationwide there are hundreds of wind- 
surfing schools. Information regarding 
schools, manufacturers, and competition 
is available through the United States 
Board Sailing Association, Box 206, Oys- 
ter Bay, N.Y. 11771, and from Windsurf- 
ing International, 1955 W. 190 Street, 
Torrance, Calif. 90509. 

The title of Ken Winner's definitive book 
on this growing sport says it all: The Wind 
Is Free. O+-q 
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those acts involving groups, animals, 
wheelchairs, vacuum Cleaners, dead peo- 
ple, trapezes, and vats full of custard: that 
is, half of them. 

They tried to mimic the effects of various 


drugs depicted, but failed to see the bliss. 


in running into trees (LSD), falling down 
(amyl nitrate), drooling (Quaaludes), and 
so on. They earnestly wore suede, Span- 
dex, each other's clothing, boots, masks, 
dog collars, handcuffs, costumes, pros- 
thetics, feathers. and several curious gar- 
ments labeled ‘Frederick's of Mars.” 

They covered themselves with hot 
fudge, machine oil, Russian dressing, 
salsa, Vaseline, cheese spread, and an- 
tifriction reentry spray, but said no thanks 
to their own poop, as portrayed in Getting 
Offal. They beat, pinched, poked, burned, 
abused, bound, gagged, and screamed at 
each other, and while this did somehow 
make them feel vaguely married, it would 
have gotten them crippled before it got 
them off. 

Then they found the doodad. It was in 
the pocket of an army jacket Dylan put on 
to reenact Fox Hole, a short, colorful tape 
abouta soldier, a war orphan, and twenty- 
five Hershey bars. Dylan grew vexed 
when the Hershey s didn’t behave as they 
did in the tape but kept melting the minute 


they touched Cher’s peehole. He jammed 
his fists into the pockets angrily, went 
“Ow,” then blinked with amazement. 

He withdrew a yellow object about six 
inches long and two inches around, flat at 
one end and with a round bulb on the oth- 
er. It was slightly curved and pliable and 
smoothe. 

“A mutant banana,"’ Dylan exclaimed 
cleverly. 

“Oh, grow up,"’ sniffed Cher. ‘This is 
no banana. It was in his love locker. The 
stuff in there isn't food." 

“| dunno. Remember the night he drank 
the crazy water and ate the pair of pant- 
ies?" 

“Why d’you think we call it crazy water? 
Look, panties aren't food, and neither is 
this. It was in his love locker; it must have 
something to do with getting off." 

“Yeah, but what?”’ 

“How should | know? Maybe there’s 
some directions in the locker.” 

They found an empty plastic case, doo- 
dad-sized. Inside it was a small rolled-up 
poster with a holophoto and some words 
onone side. Above the picture it didn't say 
much: 

Reach to new heights of 
ecstasy with the ultimate in 
orgasmic technology— 

The Cuddle Prod! 

Below the picture, it said even less: 
Another General Erotic product. 
Love Better Electrically. 


“Confound it, man. You can't shoot thirty-seven people 
and expect it to be settled out of court!"’ 
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The picture showed a couple naked on 
a bed, the woman on her back, her hips 
arched up sharply, and her hand seem- 
ingly inserting the doodad into her pee- 
hole. The man's hands were on her round 
things. The look on her face was a blend 
of joy and frantic impatience. 

“Ridiculous,” Dylan decided. ‘‘How 
can she reach for any heights lying 
down?” 

Cher regarded the woman's jutting 
hips. ‘| dunno, but she's giving it all she’s 
got.” 

“And even if she reaches ‘em, how's 
she gonna grab ‘em with her peehole?” 
he scoffed. 

Cher was silent. She had her own ideas 
about that. She'd discovered it could grab 
her finger but never told Dylan, figuring 
he'd just want her to use it when they gath- 
ered fruit. 

She studied the picture carefully. ‘I 
could be wrong,"’ she mused, ‘‘but | think 
maybe she's getting off.”’ 

He snapped up the paper, inspected it 
dubiously. “It looks more like she’s having 
trouble going poop," he said. ‘‘Anyway, 
if that's how you look getting off, why isn't 
he doing it?”’ 

‘Maybe boys get off quieter."’ 

“He looks bored, not quiet. Plus, | 
rubbed your things for three days after we 
saw Make Mine Milk, and nothing hap- 
pened.” 

Speak for yourself, she thought but 
again held her tongue. ‘‘Maybe boys and 
girls don't get off at the same time."’ 

““Sure,"’ he jeered scornfully, ‘‘they take 
turns, like for the toilet. Dope! Why would 
they need each other?" 

“It might be like swimming, the buddy- 
system, so you don't go out too far,”’ she 
speculated. 

“More like in too far,’’ he pointed out. 

She picked it up, set her jaw firmly, and 
nodded resolutely. “I’m gonna give it a 
try.” 

He was flabbergasted. ‘‘Put that thing in 
your peehole? You're crazy! What if it gets 
stuck in there?” 

“| can always rub the little place that 
makes me all slippery.”’ 

“Yeah?"" he frowned. ‘‘You've been 
rubbing that place a lot, lately. You could 
run out of oil.”’ 

She made a face. “You've been shak- 
ing your sprinkler even more, and you 
sure haven't run out of spit.” 

“Your peehole’s too small,’ he protest- 
ed. ‘You'll wreck it.”” 

“I'm a growing girl,” she sniffed. ‘*Any- 
how, this thing isn’t much bigger than my 
pocket flashlight.”’ 

“What's that have to do with it?’’ he 
wondered. 

“Oh ... nothing,"’ she said demurely. 

It took four tries before she grew slip- 
pery enough to admit the doodad and sev- 
eral more for her to get it in past the bulb 
on the end, with extraordinary results. The 
sensation was utterly delicious, making 
her body writhe and her head swim with 
bliss. She found herself raising her hips 
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unthinkingly and understood the impa- 
tience on the woman's face. But not quite 
the joy. She still felt she wasn't getting off. 

Dylan knew damned well he wasn't. For 
days, he stroked her swollen chest until he 
left strawberry marks, and all he felt were 
finger cramps and jealous frustration. 
Somehow, he knew he should be more in- 
volved. 

A week later, when he removed his 
hands and she didn’t even notice, he'd 
had it. He flushed with rage and stood up 
brusquely. ‘I'm obviously not needed 
around here,”’ he said with bitter umbrage 
and stalked to his cubicle, where he shook 
his sprinkler half raw until it spat five times. 

When he returned to her cubicle, she 
was splayed limply on her pallet like a doll. 
“Broke something, didn’t you?" he told 
her so. 

She looked up at him with dazed and 
dreamy eyes, free of all confusion and un- 
fulfillment. ‘| accidentally squeezed it,”’ 
she said, smiling glassily, glancing at the 
doodad in her lifeless hand. He took it 
from her, held it up, peered at it, tightened 
his grip on it. There was a click and a soft, 
hypnotic, low-frequency hum that he felt 
in his crotch, and a resonant, delightful vi- 
bration raced through him, suffusing him 
with an urgent rapture like the feeling 
when his sprinkler was about to spit. He 
dropped the doodad with shock, and it 
clicked off. He looked at her, thunder- 
struck. 


“It did that inside you?” he gulped. 
“What happened?” 

“You wouldn't believe it,’’ she said, 
sighing happily and then looked at him al- 
most apologetically. ‘| think | got... off,” 
she said. 

“Without me?” He stomped furiously 
from her cubicle and then returned, scowl- 
ing with reluctant curiosity. “‘What was it 
like?”’ he grunted. 

“Mostly like when | put my finger inside 
or rub the place that makes me slippery. 
But it gets different at the end, kind of like 
free-fall, only everything's blurred and 
dizzy and it feels like you’re turning inside 
out.’’ She saw his consternation and felt 
awkward but also indefinably superior. 
“It's hard to explain.” 

For a while they drifted apart, kept to 
themselves, he shaking his sprinkler with 
envious resentment and she buzzing her- 
self to ‘‘new heights of ecstasy,’’ he sup- 
posed bitterly, since she was raising her 
hips more all the time. 

Then he happened upon a tape titled 
Double Header, which made him reel with 
inspiration. He dragged her in to see it. “'| 
think | found out what we can do togeth- 
er,’ he declared, playing it for her. 

The men and women were all lying 
down upside down to each other, the men 
licking the women's peeholes and the 
women’s mouths going up and down on 
the men's sprinklers. Cher was unenthu- 
siastic. “The old you-spit-and-l-puke 
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game again, eh?’ she sniffed curtly. 

“Those ladies aren't puking,’ he chal- 
lenged. ‘'They’re having fun.” He grew 
canny. ‘‘Maybe it tastes better when 
you're getting off,’’ he suggested. 

She studied the tape. True, the women 
did look like the one in the doodad photo, 
hips arched, faces urgently euphoric. 
Maybe Dylan was right. And if she could 
get off that way, it would solve one major 
problem. The batteries in the doodad were 
clearly running down. 

Their first try met with mixed reviews. 
He spat almost instantly, which disgusted 
her, but his tongue inside her left her faint 
with heady pleasure. And the taste of her 
peehole reminded him of envelope glue, 
but the moist warmth of her mouth around 
him drove him wild. On the second try she 
directed his tongue to the place that made 
her slippery. It was almost as good as 
squeezing the doodad. He didn't spit so 
soon, either, and it was no picnic when he 
did, but with him licking her, well, you 
could get used to it. 

Nevertheless, they each wanted more. 
Her mouth, though marvelous, only made 
him want to thrust deeper, which would ei- 
ther kill the mood or kill Cher, he figured. 
And while his tongue definitely had prom- 
ise, especially when he hummed while us- 
ing it, she could still get off only with the 
doodad. He became just something she 
used to save the energy supply of the doo- 
dad. He soon detested it with an instinc- 
tive, jealous loathing. 

She sympathized and even suggested 
that he stick it in his opening to get off, but 
his only opening was his poop-hole, which 
he was sure had little to do with getting off. 
Even so, he tried it a few times. But he 
didn’t get slippery down there,and it made 
him sore and only went in a little way, and 
then made him want to do strange things, 
like restyle Cher’s hair or decorate the cu- 
bicle or join the marines. 

And by that time it had gone dead and 
hummed no more. 

Cher was inconsolable. Dylan licked, 
slurped, gnawed, and all but swallowed 
her crotch, but she still pined for the de- 
vice. 

“Forget about it,"’ he barked. “It was 
just stretching you out of shape anyway.” 

“Was not,"’ she bridled. 

“Are you kidding? The last time | was 
down there, | could hear the ocean! Re- 
member that place back home called a 
car wash—"’ 

She flew at him angrily, going for his 
face. He seized her wrists and drove her 
back down, falling onto her. ‘‘I've licked 
you till my tongue’s chapped! Whatta you 
want?” he bellowed. 

She glowered ferally. ‘‘Batteries!”’ 

He snarled, sweaty with rage. He saw 
her peehole glistening up at him, taunting- 
ly. So it missed having something in it, did 
it? Wonderful! He’d get the biggest thing 
he could find on the island and stick it in 
her till she spoke Cygnian. His eyes 
searched wildly for something big and 
doodad-shaped. They fell on his sprinkler, 


which had grown impressively in the last 
few months and remarkably in the last 
twenty seconds. 

Cher followed his gaze, to a sprinkler 
half-again as large as she’d ever seen it. 
She glared at him defiantly. ‘You 
wouldn't!” 

That was all he needed to hear. His hips 
lunged, and he drove himself into her up 
to the hilt. They both froze with amaze- 
ment, stared at each other with wondrous 
realization, and then simply lost control. 
She feit him spit three times, each hot 
burst wrenching an explosion of blinding 
joy from her body. It made the doodad feel 
like a handshake. And Dylan found her 
peehole so superior to her mouth that he 
almost wept. He could go as deep and 
hard as he wanted, and it didn’t choke 
her—and there weren't any teeth! 

They lay together afterward, spellbound 
with euphoria. 

“What do you think?” she asked with 
soft affection. 

“| think | Know why this wasn’t on any 
of the tapes,’ he muttered cynically. 
“Grown-ups. They always keep the best 
stuff secret.’’ He smiled gently at her. 
“How d’you feel?” 

Her brow furrowed. “Kind of funny 
Real nice, but what does ‘smoking a Ciga- 
rette’ mean?” 

“Beats me,” he shrugged. “Why?” 

“I'm not sure. | just feel like it's some- 
thing we should be doing now.” 

Dylan sat up, suddenly alert. ‘You 
know what? I'll bet a lot of the things on 
Frenchy's tapes would be more fun if we 
did this afterward. Maybe that’s what they 
are—warm-ups!"’ He grinned at her craft- 
ily. ‘Wanna go through ‘em again and try 
it that way?” 

She smiled and batted her eyes. 

Dylan .was right. They found that they 
got particularly warmed up imitating Briar 
Patch if they went easy on the stee! wool, 
and by Fit to Be Tied, especially when she 
used the eggbeater and he played the 
nun, Humping Iron wasn't bad either, 
when you got used to the tinfoil and door- 
knobs. 

One day in May, 2007, they were warm- 


ing up with a complex, frenzied combina- | 
tion of all three, when the recon ship 
passing the planet picked up their bio- | 


waves. The navigator locked onto them, 
focused the long-range scanner, blinked 
with astonishment, and summoned the old 
man who kept chartering these futile 
searches through space. 

He came at a trot, with the captain, and 
stared into the screen for several minutes 
until his eyes softened with wry under- 
standing. 

“Recognize them?" asked the captain. 

The old man smiled ironically. ‘‘Hard- 
ly."’ He turned from the screen, somehow 
at ease. “Let's go home.” 

The captain was puzzled. “Whoever 
they are, we could still take them back to 
civilization.” 

“Why?” smiled Cher's father. ‘What 
have they ever done to us?” Ot, 
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ruit-flavored drinks under the Caribbean sun—who 
can say? What is certain is that rum has once again become 
a popular spirit in the haunts of the sophisticated and in the 
homes of connoisseurs. 

Among the liquors, rum tastes the most of its origins: the stur- 
dy, green sugarcane of perfect little islands. Unlike starch-based 
beverages, such as whiskey (from grains) and vodka (from po- 
tatoes), rum comes by its sugar naturally, without any special 
steps or chemical treatments. It can thus be distilled, at relatively 
low proofs, for a smoother texture and aged without regard to 
added tannin. Often small amounts of sugar caramel are added 


hether it is rum itself that calms or the images we as- 
sociate with it—languid afternoons spent sipping tall, 
f 


to deepen its color from water-white to amber, even mahogany. 


Historically, rum is a West Indian drink, an inventive marriage 
of cane juices and fresh mountain water. While its discovery cer- 


tainly came earlier, the first written record of rum (not yet so 
named) appeared in the seventeenth century, identifying the 
spirit unpleasantly as ‘‘kill-devil’’ and, in one place, describing 
it as “hot, hellish, and terrible,’’ a drink suitable for colonials 
and slaves. By the start of the following century, however, rum 
had its name and had begun to catch on in the Continent, 
prompting one writer to report it as being “‘very wholesome, and 
[it] has therefore supplied the place of brandy in punch.” 

Yet nowhere was rum more popular than in the British colo- 
nies of America. According to Alexis Lichine’s Encyclopedia of 
Wines and Spirits, before 1775 our nation’s forefathers drank 
about 12 million gallons of rum per year, or four gallons per per- 
son—compared with the annual one and a quarter gallons per 
person of all spirituous liquors combined that we drink today. 

Rum formed one side of the infamous ‘‘triangle trade,’’ which 
turned many a New England buccaneer into landed gentry. Rum 


Rum, light or dark, has the sweet and sultry 
Style of the tropical islands that produce this versatile liquor. 
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shipped from ports on the Atlantic seaboard to Africa bought 
slaves; slaves carried to the islands of the West Indies loaded 
the ships with molasses; and the two cargoes were brought 
back to the Colonies, where the molasses became more rum 
and the slaves were sold. Some historians conjecture that it was 
King George Ill's attempted tax on molasses, more than the 
Stamp Tax or the quartering of troops, that started the American 
Revolution. After all, it probably wasn't Earl Grey that gave a 
group of colonials the courage to dress up like Indians and 
dump those crates of tea into Boston's harbor. And it is indeed 
ahistorical fact that Paul Revere did not let loose with his famous 
cry ‘The British are coming!”’ until after he had stopped by the 
home of a rum distiller and polished off a few drams. (One, if 
by land? Two, if by sea?) 

Today, rum is made much the same way and in the same 
places that it was back in the seventeenth and eighteenth cen- 
turies. Its main ingredient is molasses, the murky, uncrystalliz- 
able goo left after converting the rest of the cane to sugar. 
Occasionally rums are also distilled from pure sugarcane juices 
or other residues. Generally there are two types of rums: light 
and dark, descriptions that have as much to do with taste as 
color. These days most people think of the transparent, lighter 
variety when they think of rum; 25 years ago the thicker, sweet- 
er, headier spirit was more in favor. Actually both have their mo- 
ments and advantages, and anyone interested in developing a 
taste for fine rums is well advised to tipple the two before making 
a choice. 

It is the fermentation process and the yeast used therein that 
determine the character of a rum. Some of the lighter types can 
be completed, from cane juice to potable liquor, in as little as 
12 hours, with 24 to 36 hours the norm. Slower fermentation 
for the heavier, more pungent rums can take up to 12 days and 
often includes coloring with the caramel and the readdition of 
dunder (the residue left in the still after distillation). Like the fab- 
ulous beer brewers of Europe, West Indian rum makers guard 
their yeast with their lives; some culture a hybrid according to 
their own designs, while others claim the stuff grows wild on 
their island—but don't ask them where. All the rum drinker really 
need worry about is the harmony between the fermented mo- 
lasses or cane juice and the yeast. Is the rum too sweet, without 
any body? Is it yeasty and a little bitter? Is it neither, but full and 
smooth and balanced? Great! 

So, with rums from Martinique and Guadeloupe, rums from 
Barbados and Cuba and Guyana, rums from Puerto Rico and 
the Virgin Islands and Jamaica and Haiti—with all these rums 
(and many more) available, which are the best? Good question. 
And like most questions about spirits, the answer has so much 
to do with personal preferences and tastes that no single re- 
sponse will do. Better to sample them yourself, learning to dis- 
tinguish one country's rums from another's and then decide, 
based on your purpose (straight or mixed—and with what) and 
your mood. Yet some useful generalizations can be made, and 
there are certain quality labels to look for. 

Barbados: The rums of this dreamy island are usually light 
yet moderately complex, with a soft, almost smoky or leathery, 
flavor reminiscent of Irish whiskey. Three main distilleries op- 
erate: West India Rum Refinery, Barbados Distillery, and Mount 
Gay Distilleries, the latter best known in the United States for 
its rich, amber rum, an excellent example of the darker variety. 
Some Barbados rums are so fine that they can be drunk and 
enjoyed neat, in the manner of cognac. 

Cuba: Unavailable in the United States until recently, Cuban 
rums are among the world's lightest. Cuban rums are primarily 
distilled from molasses. Newer spirits are blended with older for 
smoothness and uniformity, and the result is sand-filtered or 
treated with charcoal at the end to make it that much lighter. 
Fundamentally, Cuban rums resemble those of Puerto Rico, but 
they have the cachet and price tag of the formerly contraband. 


Guyana: The most famous of the rums from this South Ameri- 
can coastal country is Demerara, a thick, dark elixir made from 
molasses and fermented spontaneously in wooden vats. De- 
spite its color, Demerara is not all that heavy; a very rapid fer- 
mentation lends to it the taste of a much lighter rum. Guyana 
also produces several fruit-flavored rums, primarily for domestic 
trade. 

Haiti: This is a former French colony, and the French skill at 
making fine brandy and liqueurs still informs the production of 
Haitian rums. Frequently they are distilled and then redistilled 
in the same manner as cognac. The result of such care is ame- 
dium-bodied rum of superior balance and body. It is available 
only in specialty liquor stores here in the United States, and a 
particular Haitian brand to watch for is Rhum Barbancourt, made 
from homegrown cane juice and yeast. Other brands include 
Rhum Tropical, Rhum Marie Colas, Rhum Champion, Rhum Na- 
zon, and Rhum Tesserot. 

Jamaica: Jamaica is adapting its rum production to changing 
tastes. Whereas the island was once renowned for its pungent 
brown rums, slowly fermented and full of dunder, Jamaica now 
turns out clear, light rums to rival the best of them. Outstanding 
Jamaican rums available to Americans are such brands as Ap- 
pelton (both ‘‘white"’ and ‘‘gold’'), Lemon Hart, and Myers's (the 
obligatory ingredients in planter’s punch). Several other re- 
spected Jamaican spirits are shipped to London in bulk, are’ 
aged and bottled, and are finally exported from there, some- 
times labeled ‘‘London Dry Dock.”’ ' 

Martinique and the French West Indies: Although it comes 
from an extraordinarily large producer, with more than 100 prin- 
cipal cane growers and 50 rum distillers, French West Indian 
rum is frequently hard to come by in the States, since most of 
it goes, understandably, to thirsty France. When found, the spir- 
its from this gorgeous corner of the Caribbean are as often made 
from cane juices as from molasses, although by and large both 
are heavier, richer rums that cater to a sophisticated palate. 
Brands of particular regard are Rhum Clément, in both light and 
dark, and Rhum Duquesne. 

Puerto Rico: This U.S. province is the world’s foremost pro- 
ducer of rum, and for this reason, as well as proximity, it domi- 
nates the American market, accounting for a full 70 percent of 
all rum consumed here. Puerto Rico classifies its light and dark 
rums as ‘‘White Label’' and "Gold Label,’’ respectively. In the 
United States, White Label outsells Gold by approximately three 
to one, a mirror image of the preference in Puerto Rico. Most 
island distillers cultivate their own special yeasts, which they re- 
gard as the real “‘secrets’’ of their rums and which do indeed 
explain the subtle taste differences between the many outwardly 
similar spirits. In fact, there are connoisseurs who say they can 
tell the difference between Puerto Rican rums, even its crystal- 
light ones, with the steady accuracy of a trained wine taster dis-. 
tinguishing between fine Bordeaux. Because of the island's 
relationship to the United States, many of the distilleries suffered 
and perished during Prohibition, but those that remain are cer- 
tainly familiar to any American rum drinker, among them Ba- 
cardi, Ronrico, Don Q, Boca Chica, Carioca, and Palo Viejo. 

Virgin Islands: Somewhat heavier in taste, color, and body, 
the rums of the U.S. Virgins occupy a growing share of the 
American market and are sometimes imported in bulk to the 
States, where they are then bottled for sale. Old St. Croix, of 
course, is one of the islands' more venerable labels. Lately, Cru- 
zan, which is the brand of the St. Croix government-owned dis- 
tillery, has also made an impressive showing in U.S. stores. 

So many countries, so many brands, so many different tastes. 
To become a knowledgeable rum connoisseur is a truly pro- 
digious undertaking, but as with all other matters spiritual, the 
challenge of experimentation is the fun. With apologies to Lord 
Byron, perhaps there's nought so much the spirit calms as rum, 
the true religion. Ot 
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governor had paid not a penny in taxes in 
1970, he angrily charged that the poten- 
tially embarrassing revelations were an 
“invasion of privacy.” 

Frankly,’ he added, ‘I think the capital 
press corps yesterday demeaned itself a 
little by engaging in invasion of privacy. 
They knew that someone illegally provid- 
ed the information from the Franchise Tax 
Board.” 

In 1974, when Rolling Stone asked Wil- 
liam French Smith to provide more details 
on the then presidential candidate's fi- 
nances, the corporate lawyer leaned back 
in his Los Angeles office tower and 
brushed off the public’s right to know 
about their putative leader's source of 
money. 

‘We'll worry about that when he be- 
comes president,"’ Smith answered. The 
reporters pressed further, asking Smith 
about his own financial affairs. Had he 
ever been involved in a conflict of interest? 
they asked. 

“I've always tried to remove myself 
from situations that might invite a conflict 
of interest,”’ Smith intoned. ‘‘Butin any sit- 
uation where you're a friend of someone, 
you're just not sterile.’”’ 

The many facets of Smith's power were 
of little note until Reagan became gover- 


nor in 1966. Until then, he was just another 
member of the Southern California power 
elite. But with his protégé firmly in office, 
Smith was able to begin exercising his 
power as a servant of corporate special 
interests. For example, as Reagan en- 
tered office, Smith's law firm was on a re- 
tainer of Pacific Telephone and Telegraph. 
And as one of the governor's closest con- 
fidants, he helped choose pro-utility can- 
didates for seats on the state's Public 
Utilities Commission, which set rate hikes. 
Under Reagan’s predecessor, the PUC 
had been noted for aggressively whittling 
down the telephone company’s rate-in- 
crease demands. But within months of 
Reagan's taking office, -his new set of 
commissioners allowed an increase that 
added $193 million to the bills of California 
consumers while shaving $1.5 billion off 
the telephone company’s tax bill. In 1968 
Smith joined Pacific Telephone and Tele: 
graph’s board of directors. 

However, another business-as-usual 
deal engineered by Smith served to draw 
the soon-to-be attorney general out of the 
hushed and privileged confines of his cor- 
porate suite and into the limelight of public 
derision. That was when another Smith cli- 
ent, the Irvine Company, needed the help 
of the university regents to create a city out 
of 130 square miles of Southern California 
wasteland. The impending deal, when dis- 
covered, led to a tumultuous, fist-banging, 
and shout-filled regents meeting where 


“I'm going to the store. You need anything?” 
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millionaires on the board traded charges 
of ‘‘Crook!”’ and ‘‘Liar!’’ Some members 
of the board, regent millionaire Norton Si- 
mon charged in a clear allusion to its 
chairman, Smith, “have been caught with 
their hands in the cookie jar.”’ 

It happened like this: 

Irvine’s 130 square miles were used 
only for agriculture until the company do- 
nated 1,000 acres for a branch campus 
of the university of California. Smith, ap- 
pointed by Reagan, was chairman of the 
board of regents and more: he was also 
Irvine's lawyer. With a fail-safe economic 
base of students, a town with a population 
of 100,000 soon grew out of the waste- 
land. It worked so well, in fact, that Irvine 
decided to expand the town to 430,000 
people, a move that required approval 
from the university regents. As Irvine's 
lawyer, Smith abstained from the vote 
after Simon's protests, but that act hardly 
made a difference. Reagan and six of his 
appointees pushed it through. The re- 
gent's decision turned the land into a bus- 
tling and highly profitable university town 
of more than a half-million people. 

Smith was involved in another land deal 
that enriched not only the Ronald Reagan 
Trust but his own and friends’ coffers as 
well. In 1968, with the advice of real-estate 
magnate William A. Wilson, the Reagan 
Trust bought a 771-acre parcel of land 
halfway between Los Angeles and San Di- 
ego called Rancho California. The deal 
was half paid for in cash and half financed 
through Reagan's land in the Santa Mon- 
ica Mountains, Smith and Wilson also 
bought land in Rancho California. Since 
the land was remote, with no local water 
supplies, and reachable only by a single 
dirt road, the purchases clearly seemed to 
be a speculative—and mysterious—ven- 
ture. The reason soon became clear: as 
insiders, Reagan, Wilson, and Smith had 
learned that a feeder canal of the Southern 
California water project and a freeway into 
the area were on the drawing boards. 

Smith insisted that he and his cronies 
all bought property at Rancho California to 
use as retirement homes ‘‘so that [Rea- 
gan] wouldn't be alone," according to a 
comment attributed to him in Time last 
year. ‘That was remote country, and there 
wouldn't have been any neighbors whom 
he would have known.” 

Originally purchased by the Reagan 
Trust in 1968 for under $350,000, the land 
was sold without improvements for two 
and a half times that—$856,000—in 
1976. This increase was not unusual, al- 
though the proposed freeway was not 
completed. 

Smith worked similar deals with his 
friend Justin Dart, according to Reagan’s 
financial records. In 1974 the trust ac- 
quired $7,000 in Dart Industries stock for 
no palpable payment in return. Two years 
earlier two Reagan-controlled regulatory 
agencies, the State Lands Commission 
and the Public Utilities Commission, made 
rulings that had immensely favorable re- 
sults for the company. One, by the SLC, 
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allowed Dart to retain a pipeline he had 
run up to the state-owned Donner Lake 
without permission; the pipeline serviced 
Dart's 6,000-acre resort in the Sierra Ne- 
vada. The other, by the PUC, overruled its 
own staff and gave Dart an exemption to 
construct overground utility wires for a 
considerable saving at another 25,000- 
acre development. 

Poised for his first serious run at the 
presidency in 1976, Reagan had in ten 
years, with the help of Smith and his 
friends, become a rich man. 


Reagan's early stab at the presidency fell 
short, of course, but he continued to reap 
big sums under Smith's guidance. Even 
before his 1976 run at the GOP presiden- 
tial nomination, Reagan's syndicated ra- 
dio commentaries were financed in great 
part through the “Reagan Radio Project,” 
a tax-deductible operation set up by 
Young America's Foundation, a spin-off of 
the Young Americans for Freedom that 
was established in 1969. After the 1976 
campaign Reagan founded his famous 
“Speaking Bureau,” which earned almost 
a half-million dollars in 1978-79 and an- 
other half-million in 1980. 

Reporters looking into the Republican 
standard bearer’s financial maze in 1980 
were naturally drawn to Smith, for two 
decades the candidate’s personal lawyer 
and confidant, for comments. However, 
when Smith emerged as Reagan's attor- 


ney general-designate, the spotlight final- 
ly—if only briefly—turned on the quiet 
lawyer himself. 

As with the handling of Ronald Rea- 
gan’s finances, few of the charges hurled 
at Smith could stick. He was not the kind 
of lawyer to put his hands directly on the 
control of events and evidently preferred 
to leave the driving to others. In any event, 
as the consummate corporate attorney, 
Smith maintained the privilege of lawyer- 
client confidentiality. 

One charge, that he was unfit to be at- 
torney general, arose from Arizona in late 
January and was apparently deemed fit 
for circulation only in Arizona's feisty al- 
ternative paper, Phoenix's New Times 
Weekly. The paper reported that an agri- 
business corporation of which Smith was 
a director tried to have union organizers 
jailed-for talking to reporters in 1979. 

Organizers from the Maricopa County 
Organizing Project had drawn the press’s 
attention to filthy living conditions among 
undocumented Mexican workers at the 
Blue Goose farm in Arizona. The organiz- 
ers also apparently had made contact with 
Mexican government officials about the 
problem, which further unsettled Smith 
and the other Blue Goose directors. And 
with good reason: Blue Goose was a sub- 
sidiary of Pacific Lighting Corporation, of 
which Smith was also a director, and Pa- 
cific Lighting was at that moment involved 
in sensitive gas negotiations with Mexican 


“Good grief, Edna, not during prime time!" 
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officials. The company wanted a lid 
screwed on the stories. It petitioned a 
court to have the organizers jailed for 
“‘causing’’ unfavorable publicity about the 
farm in the New York Times, the Los An- 
geles Times, the San Diego Union, and 
other papers, publicity that, they further 
charged, had ‘‘caused”’ them to sell the 
operation at a loss. 

“It was one of the worst cases of over- 
reaction in a labor conflict,” Don Dever- 
eaux, one of the organizers, told 
Penthouse. ‘‘Whoever orchestrated this 
thing for Blue Goose had nothing but con- 
tempt for basic constitutional safe- 
guards.’ He added: ‘‘What Blue Goose 
was trying to do to us, which was really 
very heavy-handed, was evidently being 
decided at the very highest corporate lev- 
els, because they were sending presi- 
dents and vice-presidents to testify 
against us.” 

Smith’s reputation, however, remains 
that of a cool—even icy—operator. Fred 
Dutton remembered Smith's handling of a 
student disruption of a regent’s meeting in 
San Francisco, for example. ‘‘He would 
ask for order two or three times, and if he 
didn't get it, he would just say, ‘Let’s take 
a ten-to-fifteen-minute recess,’ and then 
he and everybody would move out of the 
room, and the campus police would clear 
the room, and we'd go back to the meet- 
ing,"’ Dutton recalled. ‘In my mind, it was 
very illustrative. He’s as cool as can be in 
those situations.” 

Lawsuits aimed at exposing Smith's 
corporate and university ties also sur- 
faced in January—likewise to little interest 
on the part of the Senate committee. One 
was filed by California Rural Legal Assis- 
tance on behalf of 19 displaced farm 
workers. It charged Smith and other re- 
gents with conflicts of interest for approv- 
ing funds for university research on 
farm-mechanization projects beneficial to 
companies in which they had a financial 
interest. (Reagan failed in the early 1960s 
to have the CRLA disbanded.) Smith was 
sued for his role as a regent and a director 
of Pacific Lighting, which owned several 
thousand acres of farmland that stood to 
benefit from university-mechanization 
projects approved by the regents. 

Smith called the suit ‘‘warmed-over 
charges that have been made before and 
are absolutely baseless. It's like trying to 
protect employment in the buggy whip in- 
dustry when the automobile was coming 
in."' Even Smith's enemies on the board 
of regents whom Penthouse talked to 
tended to view the suit as ‘‘foolish.”’ 

A similar suit had been filed in Novem- 
ber by the Nuclear Weapons Labs Con- 
version Project, a Bay Area antiwar group. 
The group charged Smith with conflict of 
interest again as a regent because of his 
directorship of Earle M. Jorgenson Steel, 
a company owned by another Reagan in- 
timate that manufactures materials for the 
nuclear industry. The university manages 
a handful of nuclear-research enterprises. 

Both suits seemed designed to provide 


timely embarrassment for Reagan and his 
nominee. Yet what did emerge from the 
fracas was a chillingly revealing comment 
from the supposedly unflappable attorney 
who was about to ascend to the country’s 
most sensitive political as well as legal of- 
fice. Instead of diplomatically granting that 
the issue wrapped in the farmworkers’ suit 
had some intrinsic merit, Smith chose to 
snap: ‘The lawsuit itself has no basis 
whatever; itis just another effort to use the 
courts to further a political cause.” 

Such intemperate statements perhaps 
befitted an independent, powerful private 
attorney but hardly the attorney general- 
designate. Reflecting on Smith’s appear- 
ance at the Sinatra birthday party, the 
ill-timed dinner at the Chilean Embassy, 
and comments such as that recorded 
above, longtime friend F. Clifton White ob- 
served, ‘‘l think what you’re seeing here 
is a man who never held or sought public 
office.” 

At first, it seemed as if Smith were get- 
ting the message. Following his sedate 
Capitol Hill confirmation hearing, he re- 
sponded in writing to several questions 
left with him by a few senators. To one 
question he responded in part: ‘‘| am fully 
aware ... of the ‘Caesar's Wife’ test that 
obtains as to the Attorney General. That 
is to say, | am keenly aware of the need 
to conduct myself in a manner that avoids 
any appearance of impropriety. | shall at 
all times,’’ Smith continued, “seek to con- 
duct myself in a manner that will uphold 
fully the traditions of dignity, decorum, de- 
cency, and integrity of the Office of Attor- 
ney General....” 

At the time that Smith was dining with 
his Chilean hosts a few blocks from the 
site where Orlando Letelier and a com- 
panion, U.S. citizen Ronni Karpen Moffitt, 
were blown up, requests by the Justice 
Department to the government of Chile for 
the extradition of Chilean secret-police of- 
ficials who ordered the murder continued 
to be ignored. Details of the toasts were 
not available. The following week Smith 
applauded the pardon of FBI break-in art- 
ists. 

“| don't think you'll find out much about 
him,”’ chuckled a longtime associate of 
Smith, San Francisco attorney William 
Cobleniz. It turned out to be an understate- 
ment of the first order. A search for the pri- 
vate William French Smith encounters a 
wall of silence as sturdy as the burnished 
oak doors of Gibson, Dunn, and Crutcher, 
high up in a modern Los Angeles sky- 
scraper. 

A Los Angeles attorney who has closely 
observed Smith with fascination over the 
years became exasperated in discussing 
him. “‘He is almost a complete cipher,” 
she said. “| don't have a feel for him. | 
don't even have any gossip on him,” she 
said with a laugh. “He's so bland he 
couldn't put a run in a stocking. There's 
nothing to snag on. 

“But you have to remember in that cir- 
cle lawyers are tools ... and he is a cata- 
lyst, the chemical that doesn't react, a 


person that makes things react around 
him. Nobody here knows William French 
Smith.” 

Stanley Sheinbaum, a wealthy Los An- 
geles liberal who has served on the uni- 
versity board of regents with Smith and 
fought many a battle with him, observed: 
“When | knew why you had called, | began 
to rack my brain and | couldn't think of 
anything.”’ All Sheinbaum could add was 
the characterization that repeats itself like 
a slow drumbeat from those asked about 
Smith: ‘“‘He has been a very quiet man.” 
Even some old antagonists, like million- 
aire industrialist and art collector Norton 
Simon, originator of the ‘cookie jar” 
charge in 1970 during a regents meeting, 
refused to comment further. 

Old friends like Coblentz and Paul Zif- 
fren, who once toured the state in the 
1950s debating campaign issues with 
Smith (Ziffren was a Stevensonian Demo- 
crat; he is now a partner in Smith’s law 
firm), would not add much beyond the ac- 
colades that Smith was “decent,” “‘hon- 
orable,”’ ‘‘direct,”’ and ‘‘honest.”’ 

It was said by all that Smith was an ava- 
ricious reader, but no one, including his 
wife, could remember what he read. No 
one could remember whether he had any 
particular legal mentors in his 30 years in 
practice. Everyone said that he had a ter- 
rific sense of humor, but no one could re- 
member his telling a joke. Asked to 
remember one humorous remark Smith 


Tiparillo. When you go all out. 


might have made over the years, Paul Zif- 
fren searched his mind and remembered 
this: ‘‘Well, Bill once said to me with a 
smile, ‘It takes a liberal thirty years to learn 
what a conservative knows by instinct.’ ” 


Shortly after Ronald Reagan took office, 
aides to the president disclosed that they 
expected William French Smith to be in- 
vited to become one of the four ‘‘super- 
secretaries’’ of the cabinet, advising 
Reagan on a host of foreign, domestic, 
and political questions beyond the affairs 
of the Justice Department. And although 
that prospect disturbed many people, es- 
pecially (if predictably) the outgoing attor- 
ney general, Benjamin Civiletti, the role as 
a wide-ranging counselor to the president 
would seem to fit him better than that of 
chief law-enforcement officer. 

With a 35-year practice entirely in the 
relative seclusion of corporate law, Smith 
arrived at his confirmation hearings either 
embarrassingly unprepared to discuss or 
bereft of opinions on a wide array of mat- 
ters likely to confront him over the next 
four years, to wit: 

e On the constitutionality of giving fed- 
eral aid to segregated state institutions, 
Smith testified, ‘‘That is a very complicat- 
ed area of the law. .. . | would hesitate to 
make a pronouncement.” 

e On antitrust: “‘We do not come ... 
with a preconceived antitrust policy.”* 

e On the Freedom of Information Act: 
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“If it needs changes, we will make them.” 

e On busing to achieve racial desegre- 
gation: ‘‘Our jurisdiction there is some- 
what limited, and it is essentially a matter 
for the courts.”’ 

e On Zercher v. Stanford Daily (news- 
room searches by police): ‘No, | am not 
familiar with it, although the names are fa- 
miliar.”’ 

e On proposals to consolidate CIA and 
FBI files for a new campaign against do- 
mestic radicals: ‘| don't know either argu- 
ments for or arguments against doing 
that.” 

Smith, in addition, was asked his opin- 
ions on regulation reform, legislative ve- 
toes of executive acts, repeat offenders, 
ABSCAM, Miranda, and wiretaps, among 
other issues, and hesitated to make any 
pronouncements. However, in response 
to one question he did deliver an unquali- 
fied response. Was he in favor of legaliz- 
ing the use of marijuana? 

“lam opposed to it,’’ he answered. 

Sen. Howard Metzenbaum epitomized 
the frustration of some senators on the 
panel when he failed to elicit a view from 
Smith on the mergers of giant conglom- 
erates, a trend to which many economists 
attribute a large measure of blame for si- 
multaneous inflation and recession. The 
Justice Department would be expected to 
take the lead in formulating administrative 
strategies in the area, deciding which 
kinds of giant mergers, if at all, to allow 
and which to block. 

“Is it not reasonable,’ Metzenbaum 
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complained to Smith as the nominee sat 
stolidly at the witness table in the ornate 
hearing room, “for us to inquire of you 
concerning that and not assume that Mr. 
Stockman or Mr. Meese or the president- 
elect will set the policy, but that rather the 
attorney general will?” 

Smith sipped his water and considered 
an answer. “We do not come with a pre- 
conceived antitrust policy... '’ he began. 

In the Washington game that is the qua- 
drennial round of confirmation hearings, 
the dice have already been rolled before 
the nominee appears on Capitol Hill. The 
winners’ names, for the most part, have 
been sealed in envelopes to which the 
senators and press have long had access. 
If a nominee is possibly shaky from a con- 
firmation standpoint, the name is floated 
and batted about in the press until one 
side or the other is bloodied enough to 
withdraw. In the case of Carter’s nominee 
to run the CIA in 1976, former Kennedy 
speechwriter Theodore Sorenson, the ad- 
ministration failed to pick up the signals 
and lost their man under the television 
lights in the hearing room. That was un- 
usual. It is quite possible that if Carter had 
let it be known that he would not have 
backed down on Sorenson under any 
condition, he probably would have had his 
way. 

Such was the lesson the Reagan forces 
learned from that episode. They sent a 
strong signal that they would back Al Haig 
for the State Department, and the rest of 
the grumbling about most of the other 


nominees, such as Smith, never material- 
ized into a fight. 

In any event, William French Smith was 
in good hands with the new Senate Judi- 
ciary Committee. When the Republicans 
took control of the Senate for the first time 
since the 1950s, Strom Thurmond of 
South Carolina, once a states’ rights 
Democrat who walked out of the 1948 
Democratic Convention over its pro-inte- 
gration plank, was the new Republican 
chairman of the committee. He was de- 
lighted to have a man of Smith’s back- 
ground running the Department of Justice. 
The sly, country-southern septuagenarian 
and the reserved California corporate law- 
yer had found common ground. 

Thurmond was further delighted when 
Smith presented his first batch of nomina- 
tions for top-level positions in the new Jus- 
tice Department. The deputy attorney 
general would be Edward C. Schmults, an 
antiregulation lawyer from Wall Street. 
Heading the antitrust division would be 
Stanford University law professor William 
Baxter. ‘Students who studied ... with 
Baxter ... say there was a name com- 
monly used to describe his course,” not- 
ed a legal newspaper. ‘‘Protrust.” 

In his first announcement as attorney 
general, Smith declared that henceforth 
his department would stress street vio- 
lence over white-collar crime. His next 
move was not announced. But no longer, 
aides to Smith confirmed to Penthouse, 
would the attorney general keep tele- 
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very college has its golden couple, and at the University 
of Wisconsin five years ago that couple was Hank Gur- 


ney and Melissa Pierce. 


letic; she was lovely, happy, bright. As they walked on 
campus together, holding hands, laughing, murmuring, 


they drew all eyes toward 
them. They seemed as infatu- 
ated with each other in their 
senior year as when they'd met 
as sophomores; they testified 
that true love was possible— 
you just had to be gifted and 
gorgeous to achieve it. 

Then, one afternoon in 
March, Hank stayed after class 
to copy some notes from the 
mousy, studious girl who sat 
next to him. She was the kind 
of girl he had always felt vague- 
ly sorry for—who would ever 
love her? Or desire her? And 
so, when he’d finished, out of 
gratitude for her notes, which 
were excellent, and out of pity 
for her face, which was not, 
Hank Gurney, in the empty 
classroom, casually put his 
arm around Joan Morrison and 
bent to touch her lips. In the 
second before their mouths 
met, he saw that her face was 
surprised, delighted, even radi- 
ant. It was the last thing he saw 
for some time. He awoke on 
the floor of a supply room, 
alone, exhausted, enraptured. 

After that, no one saw Melis- 
sa and Hank together any 
more, and people regarded 
Joan Morrison—the dumpy 
science student Hank now fol- 
lowed everywhere—with the 
same puzzled hostility that 
Yoko Ono had inspired during 
the breakup of the Beatles. The 


dream was over; the gold had 
like John Lennon before him, 
He was handsome, smart, ath- 
He felt he was the luckiest ma 


gone brass. But Hank Gurney, 
didn’t see it that way at all. He 


didn’t give a damn what anybody else thought of the matter. 


nin the world. 


Joan Morrison felt rather lucky herself, but she also felt puz- 


zled, uneasy. What had she 
done to inspire such passion? 
That is, she knew what she'd 
done with Hank Gurney that 
afternoon the month before. 
And she knew why she'd done 
it: she was ready to lose her vir- 
ginity, and finding a guy like 
Hank to help her was a chance 
too good to miss. What she 
didn’t understand was why a 
little sex should have made this 
great-looking Rhodes Scholar 
her slave. Surely he had slept 
with many women before, most 
of them beautiful, practiced. 
What did he find in her arms (or 
between her short legs) that 
made her so special to him? He 
would mutter and groan and 
calk her “my angel my bitch’ 
and say, ‘‘Never before, baby, 
never, never like this.’ After- 
wards, she would marvel to be- 
hold his sleeping face, so 
beautiful, so blissful. What 
shining ecstasy did she bring 
him? Would he ever bring her 
there, too? Oh, she came. with 
Hank, and it was ripples to her 
toes, but he came pounding 
like the surf, pulsing for min- 
utes at a time. ‘I'll do anything 
for you,” he said. 


“| love you”’ said Elke Stahr, 
Vogue cover model, to porcine 
Georgie Dibbs, her accoun- 
tant. “I'll do anything for you,” 
she said. 
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He groped for the chocolate bar he had 
placed on the night table. It always made 
him uneasy when they carried on this way, 
these beauties who would organize their 
lives so that they could sometimes fuck 
him. It had been this: way for eight years, 
since he'd been fifteen. He had been the 
erotic sensation of the neighborhood—al- 
though there was certainly nothing sensa- 
tional about the size or the shape of his 
cock. At college, only the first date and the 
first kiss Were hard.to achieve, for Georgie 
Dibbs was plump and boring. This meant 
nothing compared with the way he made 
love. “It's how you undersiand,”’ said Elke 
Stahr in her penthouse with Georgie. “‘It’s 
like you’re telepathic, doing just what | 
want when | want it, entering my secret 
dreams. Oh, my darling, my darling!”’ Elke 
Stahr began to cry. Georgie frowned at his 
chocolate bar. He knew what was coming. 
He stroked her hair ruefully. “Georgie,” 
said ravishing Elke Stahr to the pudgy 
young man in bed with her. ‘Since know- 
ing you, | can't enjoy sex with anyone else. 
It all seems shallow and forced after you. 
Oh, you bastard, you bastard!” 


Sen. Harrison Barnes, Rep., Conn., was 
not a credulous man, but he found himself 
seriously wondering if he was the victim 
of witchcraft. Since that afternoon with 
Blair Armstrong six months earlier, all sex 
had been gray. For marital peace, he still 
performed twice a week with his, wife, but 
he had to feign his pleasure. He could go 
through the motions with Elspeth—or with 
his hand—and he could even get off, but 
the exercise was about as thrilling as do- 
ing sixty sit-ups. 

But that afternoon with Blair Armstrong 
... Again and again, with eyes and mind 
streaming, he had blazed into her, know- 
ing joy so deep and keen it went beyond 
sex, beyond pleasure. Why this? Why 
Blair? She had plunged him to the center 
of euphoria, but he didn’t love her; he 
didn't even like her. 

Blair Armstrong was a young New York 
lawyer representing a company his sub- 
committee was about to investigate for 
stock-market fraud. She was clever, fast- 
talking, and pushy—pretty enough, per- 
haps, but dark, glossy, not at all his type. 
Furthermore, he was not. sympathetic to 
her clients. He had been guiding her out 
of his office when she had turned to kiss 
him on the lips. He made it to the door, 
which he locked. He told his secretaries 
to take the afternoon off. And for the next 
two hours, he was prince of the afternoon, 
king of the jungle, emperor of ice cream. 
| have to be getting back,’’ Blair had said 
at five, putting on her earrings. ‘‘Give me 
a call when you’ve changed your mind 
about what we were talking about.” ; 

He had been hugely indignant—but he 
had also called her up a dozen times. He 
had postponed the investigation of her cli- 
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ents, but that wasn’t enough: she wanted 
them cleared. After that, she said, she’d 
be happy to meet him in a hotel if it meant 
so much to him. She laughed, then, as if 
knowing just what it did mean. 

It is easy enough to withstand corrup- 
tion until you are offered the ultimate bribe. 
Sen. Harrison Barnes, Rep., Conn., was 
fighting hard with his conscience. He 
wanted desperately to get back to his par- 
adise island with the tough New York law- 
yer who could get him there, but he knew 
it was every way wrong. Distraction: per- 
haps that was the key. Absorption in his 
work. He touched a button on his phone, 
and Hank Gurney, his clean-cut new aide, 
a Rhodes Scholar, came into the room. 
“Yes, Senator?" he said. ‘Can | help you 
with something?” 


Beverly Leven, Ph.D., listened to Elke 
Stahr’s story with great interest. Of 
course, Dr. Leven was paid to listen to pri- 
vate torment. But Beverly Leven was avid- 
ly following Elke’s tale for yet another 
reason: Dr. Leven had heard the story, al- 
most word for word, three months earlier 
from an actress named Susan. In each 
case, a young man called George. had 
been involved; in each case, the woman 
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Perhaps there are people so 
sexually attuned that 
they can give, well, call 
it supersex. And afterwards 
nothing is ever the same. 


2 


had known such erotic ecstasy with him 
that sex with all others became flat and 
tame. One such case was an odd aber- 
ration, but two were, well, a phenomenon. 
She could see the article already: ‘The 
Case of George: A Study in Psychosexual 
Power.” 

“He’s nothing much to look at,” sobbed 
Elke. ‘‘That’s the joke on me, a model, 
loved for my beauty—it’s all irrelevant 
now.” 

“What does he do?” Dr. Leven asked. 

“It's just indescribable. Bliss upon bliss 
leading up to the ultimate orgasm.” 

“| meant, for a living.” 

“He's my accountant,"’ said Elke. ‘He 
does my taxes.” 

“| could use a good accountant,” said 
Beverly Leven, but Elke gave her such a 
hard, suspicious look that Dr. Leven 
dropped the subject at once. She got 
George’s last name, during. hypnosis, 
from the actress named Susan. 


Blair Armstrong watched from the door of 
her office as the workmen unrolled her 
new rug. She had just been made a part- 
ner—the youngest partner in the history of 
the law firm. With her new status came a 
new Office. When the Oriental rug was en- 
tirely unrolled upon the polished parquet 
floor, Blair sighed with pleasure. The rug 
was absolutely magnificent, transforming 
her handsome new office into a place of 
sumptuous beauty. 

“Thank you, Mike, Don."’ She closed 
the door behind them. was eleven 
o'clock on a Tuesday morning, but she 
sure felt like getting high. She had grass 
so good one hit made you stoned, and she 
had that hit, and another, before stubbing 
out the joint. ‘‘No calls, please,” she said 
onthe phone to her secretary in the recep- 
tion area outside. Then, from her soft 
suede couch, Blair Armstrong gazed at 
her carpet, at the creams and greens and 
browns that made up the intricate pattern. 
After a few minutes of this, she took off her 
shoes, took off her panty hose, pulled up 
her skirt, and lay upon the carpet. Its wool 
was soft and smooth against her legs, 
good against the skin. Blair stood up and 
pulled up her panty hose. She didn't plan 
to use her office for-seduction, but you 
never knew, did you? As she put on her 
shoes and smoothed down her skirt, she 
thought that if she had to, at least she 
could lie down in comfort. 

God knows, someone had to think 
about comfort at those times, for once she 
began kissing some man, he would roll 


about anywhere—on burlap, on nails— 
just to keep going. She still had a small 
splinter embedded in her buttock from an 
episode in an artist's loft. He had given her 
one of his paintings, which was now worth 
$45,000, to apologize for his ardor. He 
had offered her several others if she would 
just inspire it again. 

For Blair had the power. She’d known 
it since she was sixteen. She called it The 
Wave. She didn’t know if anyone else in 
the world had it, too. She didn’t know how 
to look it up. What do you call someone 
who can effortlessly induce ecstasy? 
Someone who gives—well, one man 
called it hypersex—thrills so keen all oth- 
ers failed later? It was easy and fun, al- 
though sometimes she felt resentful as 
she watched her lovers writhe. What were 
they feeling? Where were they falling or 
flying? Why couldn't they tell her or take 
her? The resentment would ebb when she 
got her reward—an A from a teacher, a 
jewel from a playboy, a promotion at work. 


At twenty-six Blair Armstrong had . 


reached the top of her profession—and 
had enslaved forty-three men along the 
way. ‘Give me a man for an hour, and 
he's mine forever,’’ she’d once said to a 
girl friend (who didn't believe her, of 
course). For forty-three males, sex was 
now a tepid, dull activity performed only 
to satisfy others, but Blair was getting just 
what she wanted. As she gazed at her In- 
dian rug, a slow smile crossed her face. 
What she really wanted now was not sex- 
ual but political power. She saw that it was 


entirely possible that having the one she 
could secure the other, and she was a 
very ambitious young lady. 

She came out of her daydream. She 
picked up the phone. ‘'Get me Senator 
Barnes,’’ she said. 


When he heard her voice, he could feel 
the blood drain from his face. His aide 
rushed to his side. ‘Go away!”’ roared 
Senator Barnes. ‘Later, later!’ And he 
found himself actually making shooing 
motions with his hands until Hank Gurney 
left the room. 

“The offer won't last forever, you 
know,” said Blair. 

“But I'm doing all | can.”’ 

“Oh, no, you're not. And |'m getting im- 
patient.” She slammed the phone down. 
He ordered two dozen roses for her, but 
doubted they’d make things any better. 
Then he remembered the aide he'd 
shooed out of the room and buzzed him 
back in. 

“Are you all right, sir?’’ Hank asked. ‘'l 
thought you were going to faint.”’ 

“I'm fine, fine,” said Senator Barnes. 
“It's nothing serious.”” He looked at his 
handsome young aide, and for just a mo- 
ment he felt this crazy impulse,to confess, 
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to say, You're an_attractive young guy; 
you must have had lots of women. Did you 
ever have one who just surged over you 
during sex, who made you swell and crest 
amazingly? Once again, Senator Barnes 
wondered if Blair Armstrong had drugged 
him; once again he rejected the idea. He 
hadn’tingested anything with her, and be- 
sides, what drug existed that could en- 
hance sexual feeling. and response so 
majestically? Or was he out of date? The 
biochemical frontier advanced so rapidly 
these days... 

“Tell me something,’’ he said to his 
aide. “Are there any genuine aphrodis- 
iacs?”’ 

“| don’t think so. | don’t know if they've 
isolated human pheromone yet. | can re- 
search it if you like.” 

“This would be something so strong 
that afterwards a sexual burnout ensues, 
making all other sex dreary.” 

“I've never heard of a substance that 


did that,”’ said Hank. He gave the senator 
a questioning look. 

“A constituent wants to know.”’ Senator 
Barnes forced a laugh. ‘‘He thinks he must 
have been drugged to have such incred- 
ible sex.” 

“Perhaps he just met someone, uh, 
very special.” 

“Special?’’ Senator Barnes leaned for- 
ward. ‘‘How?”’ 

Hank -said, ‘Well, perhaps there are 
people like that. People with, uh, a power. 
Individuals so sexually attuned that they 
can give, well, call it supersex. And after- 
wards nothing is ever the same.” 

“Yes, yes,’’ said the senator. ‘‘Go on." 

Hank looked down. “Well, that’s it,”’ he 
said lamely. ‘Perhaps there are people 
like that.” 

“| don’t think you're talking hypotheti- 
cally,” said Senator Barnes. ‘I think 
you've known it, too.’’ He gripped his 
aide's arm. ‘‘Please tell me more.” 

“| don't know much more,” Hank Gur- 
ney said slowly. ‘‘Only that it’s always 
glorious with that person, always over- 
whelming, transcendent.” 

“No burnout, then,"’ murmured Senator 
Barnes. 

“No. You just need that person.” 

“You just couldn't enjoy women after 
her?” 

“| didn’t even try." Hank smiled. ‘‘We 
ran away and got married when | was a 
senior at college. It was the best thing | 
ever did.”’ 

“You're a lucky man," said Senator 
Barnes. 

“She's not at all pretty,’’ said Hank, as 
if offering the senator consolation. But 
there was satisfaction in his voice. Had 
Joan been prettier, he’d often reflected, 
she'd have never been a virgin when he'd 
met her, and someone else would have 
married her first. How fortunate he was, 
how blessed! After doing the dishes that 
night, he would put his arms around his 
mousy wife, and she would put down her 
book and, ah, once again, make him fly. 


“Well, there’s good news and bad news,”’ 
said Georgie Dibbs to Beverly Leven. He 
looked up from his pocket calculator. 
“The good news is, the federal govern- 
ment owes you $730. The bad news is, 
you owe the state. $1,060.” 

“Is that so?”’ She tried to feign surprise, 
although her usual accountant had given 
her much the same piddling figures three 
weeks earlier. She had been alone in her 
office with Georgie Dibbs for an hour, try- 
ing to understand his pull. So far, she felt 
he had about as much sexual magnetism 
as his-pocket calculator. Could this Geor- 
gie Dibbs, who was presently unwrapping 
his third bar of milk chocolate, be the erot- 
ic maestro who'd brought Elke Stahr over 
the rainbow? ‘‘Mr. Dibbs."’ Beverly Leven 
looked into his little eyes. “I’m afraid I've 
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been deceiving you.”’ 

“You mean you have additional rev- 
enues you haven't listed?” 

“| don’t mean that at all. | mean, | didn’t 
ask you here to do my taxes. | just wanted 
to meet you.” 

He looked up warily. 

“Susan Arlen is one of my patients. So 
is Elke Stahr. They’re both very unhappy 
right now. | thought a talk between the two 
of us might help.”’ 

‘Georgie Dibbs was silent. 

“You don’t have to say anything, of 
course. But perhaps it might help you, too. 
To talk about your, uh. . ."" She paused ex- 
pectantly. 

“You want to know about me in bed,” 
said Georgie Dibbs, putting papers back 
into his briefcase. ‘I'm sorry. |'m tired of 
the subject. I'm this wonderful stud. | bring 
women bliss. | spoil them for anyone else. 
They whine about it for years.’’ He 
snapped his briefcase closed. ‘Do you 
know how boring it all is?” 

“| can imagine,”’ said Dr. Leven sarcas- 
tically. 

“It really is! | mean, | like to fuck, sure, 
but do you have any idea of the demands 
made on my time?”’ 

“All because of your, um, power?” 

He nodded. “| must be unusual, but | 
don't'see how. | don't know how other 
people have sex. | mean, | Know what they 
do physically—| do much the same. | just 
don't know where their minds go.” 

“Where does your mind go?” 

He relaxed his grip on his briefcase. He 
closed his eyes. ‘‘Well, for one thing, it 
goes. | don't exactly think. Then, |.am a 
wave. You know.” 

Dr. Leven shook her head. ‘'! don’t 
know anything about it. | think you're a 
very unusual young man.” 

“And you'd like to study me, | sup- 
pose.” 

“For the advancement of science.” 

“For ambition. For titillation.” 

“If you like,”’ said Dr. Leven. “‘My mo- 
tivation may be mixed. But first I'd like to 
help my patients, and before | can do that, 
| have to Know more about you.”’ 

“What's in it for me?”’ 

“Perhaps self-understanding, some 
way to explain your strange effect on 
women. It's not just a blessing, is it?” 

Georgie sighed. ‘Sometimes | think it's 
more like a curse.” 

‘Shall | schedule some time for you, 
then?” 

“Complimentary therapy?” 

“Certainly.” 

“What I'd really like to talk about,"’ said 
Georgie Dibbs, ‘is my chocolate addic- 
tion.” 

“We can talk about that, too,"’ Beverly 
Leven assured him. 


Joan Morrison Gurney worked as a re- 
searcher for the National Institute of 


Health. She was very surprised to find her- 
self summoned one afternoon to see Gen. 
Abbott Elihu Gage. His car awaited her 
outside. She looked presentable enough, 
but she'd never be pretty. Not that it mat- 
tered to her any more—she had Hank. 
She had stopped wondering why she had 
him; the main thing was she did. But what 
could the general possibly want with her? 
He eyed her curiously when she en- 
tered his office. After a few pleasantries, 
he said, ‘We'd like you to participate in 
a top-secret study we're conducting.” 
She listened, somewhat dazed, as he 
outlined the subject under investigation. 
He handed her page proofs from. the 
American Journal of Psychology. She 
read “The Case of George: A Study in 
Psychosexual Power.’’ She looked up at 
the general. ‘'But why you?"’ she asked. 
“Why the Department of Defense?”’ 
“These individuals could be a grave 
threat to our national security,” he said. 
“They could also be an asset."’ Joan 
smiled. “Say, in international espionage.” 
“We've thought of that,’ said General 
Gage. ‘‘We have to look at both sides. 
That's where you fit in. You can provide 
us with important information. With your 
special knowledge of the phenomenon, 
you can help guide this investigation. Will 
you do it?” 
“Wait a minute. How did you find out 
about me?”’ 
“Never mind about that, Mrs. Gurney. 
Can we count on your cooperation?” 
She sighed. ‘'l suppose so.’’ Then she 
grinned. “Up to a point, anyway.” 
General Gage smiled with her, and in 
that moment he found himself smiling with 
a surprisingly beautiful young woman. The 
moment ended, and he was, once again, 
merely enlisting the aid of a mousy little 


woman—a mousy little woman who ap- 
parently had the power. He wondered 
what hypersex could be like. It was too 
bad you couldn't try it out once without 
suffering its unfortunate consequences. 
Personally, he'd like to see the develop- 
ment of an antidote to hypersex: a way to 
get the thrill without the aftermath. Or must 
peaks always shadow the plains? 


The president of the United States glanced 
at the summary page of the study ‘and 
burst into a loud guffaw. “‘Here's a good 
one,” he said to his chief of staff, handing 
him the report. ‘At least someone over 
there has a sense of humor.”’ 

The chief of staff flipped through the re- 
port. “I think it's for real,’’ he said. 

“It can't be,” said the president, looking 
at the summary page again. 


Department of Defense 

Top Secret 

FACTOR xX: A Preliminary Report 

1. Certain people born between 1953 and 
1958 seem to have a special power, an 
unknown element, X-Factor, in their psy- 
chosexual makeup that enables them to 
give astonishing sexual pleasure. 

2, These special people do not them- 
selves experience the sexual bliss they 
can bestow at will. 

3. They do not know how they bring their 
partners ecstasy. They don't know why 
they have the X-Factor, or even how it 
works. They often refer to it as ‘The 
Wave.’ ay pa 

4. Many wish they didn’t have it, for they 
leave dissatisfaction in their wake. Once 
a person has been Waved, he or she can- 
not enjoy ordinary sex again. Large num- 
bers of Americans are _ presently 
demoralized, frustrated, and depressed 
because they've been Waved. ~ 

5. According to computer projections, 
there are at present some 1,500 Ameri- 
cans who can Wave. 

6, We must immediately embark on a pro- 
gram to identify them; we must quickly de- 
vise ways to neutralize or contain them. 
They are a menace to the public health of 
the nation. 

7. While the, X-Factor seems an inborn 
characteristic, apparent from the onset of 
sexual activity, we have discovered a few 
cases of people who have absorbed this 
X-Factor after being Waved. Thereafter, 
these people are able to Wave, too. Thus, 
the condition seems to be contagious un- 
der certain circumstances. We must pre- 
vent the Waving of America. 


“Waving?"’' said the president of the Unit- 
ed States. ‘The X-Factor? ‘Special Peo- 
ple’? It's got to be a gag... . It sounds like 
a drive-in movie—'The Sexoids Take 
Over.’”’ 
His chief of staff wasn’t smiling. Ot 
(To Be Continued) 
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’ PSYCHOGRAPHIC 
SELF-EXAMINATION SERIES 


TOWN 
OR COUNTRY? 
SKYSCRAPERS _ 
OR GREEN ACRES? 


BY FRANK DONEGAN 


Twenty-five questions to'see if you need city lights or breathing rights 


PSYCHOGRAPH 


Living in the wrong place can be hell. Now 


this may strike you as so obvious that it- 


doesn't need pointing out, but you’d be 
surprised how many people end up living 
in places that are psychologically wrong 
for them without ever realizing the actual 


Cause of their misery. The world is full of - 


good ol’ country boys who just seem to 
shrivel up when they hit the hothouse at- 
mosphere of the big city. Then, on the oth- 
er hand, there are those who long for the 
bright lights of Gomorrah while they lan- 
guish, unfulfilled, out in the boonies. 

This psychograph may help you to pin 
down whether you'd be most at home in 
an urban or a rural environment. It’s an in- 
ventory of your values, your needs, your 
behavior, your likes and dislikes. It gives 
you.a chance to decide whether you're liv- 
ing in the right place. 

If you've noticed that city people are dif- 

‘ferent from country folk, you're in good 
company. Aristotle, in his Politics, was one 
of the first to point out that the size of the 
settlement one lives in crucially affects his 
outlook and behavior. 

In more recent times, psychologists, so- 
ciologists, and anthropologists have gone 
to great lengths trying to uncover precise- 
ly what distinguishes the mind of urban 
man from that of his country cousin. 
They've lived in the densest slums and the 
most remote, thinly populated jungles. 
They've studied social interaction in the 
sleaziest bars and at church suppers. (All 
this research, however, has not yet an- 
swered every question. For example, the 
experts still can't agree’ on how big a city 
has to be before you call ita city. The U.S. 
Census Bureau says any place with more 
than 2,500 people is a city. The United Na- 
tions puts the figure at 20,000, while the 
famous demographer Kingsley Davis puts 
itat 100,000. For our purposes in this psy- 
chograph, a precise number isn’t impor- 
tant. As far as we're concerned, a city is 
any large place that contains the things we 
normally associate with cities: museums, 
theaters, dirty movie houses, and major- 
league ball clubs.) 

In any event, we’ve rummaged through 
the research in this field to come up with 
the following questions. If you answer 
them honestly, you should be able to tell 
whether you're more suited to being a city 
slicker or a country bumpkin. 


1. If you were analyzing yourself, which 
of the following statements would you 
say comes closest to describing you? 
(a) | guess I’m basically a conformist; 
| feel extremely uncomfortable 
when | have to do something that 
makes me stand out in a crowd, 
andl just like to live my life without 
attracting attention 

(b) | guess I'm basically a conformist 
when it comes to the general val- 
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ues of society, but I’m not a slave 
‘to. convention; | don’t mind attract- 
ing attention as long as it's for 
good things I've done 
(c) I'm pretty much a nonconformist, 
but | don’t make a fetish of it; | do 
what | want, but | don’t generally 
go out of my way to be different 
just to show off my unconvention- 
ality 
(d) I'm a true nonconformist; | enjoy 
doing whatever | please, and if| do 
something feally outrageous that 
shocks people, so much the bet- 
ter—most people are too stuffy 
" anyway ; 


. Ifyou had to choose, which of the fol- 


lowing statements would you be more 

likely to agree with? 

(a) most of our political leaders are 
jerks or crooks or both; they base 
-their decisions on their own self- 
interest, not on what's good for the 
rest of us 

(b) most political leaders try to do a 
decent job; we live in a democra- 
cy—we elected our leaders, and 
we Can't always go around ques- 
tioning their actions 


. Would you say you're basically an op- 


timist or a pessimist? 
(a) optimist 
(b) pessimist 


lf you had to choose, would you rather 
be the proverbial: 

(a) big fish in a small pond 

(b) small fish in a big pond 


. How do you feel about this statement: 


“| like to live in a place where most 
of the people are like me, and | feel 
uncomfortable if many of the people 
around me speak with foreign ac- 
cents; | don’t like being in a place 
where the people have social cus- 
toms, eating habits, and modes of 
dress different from my own’? 

(a) agree strongly 

(b) agree somewhat 

(c). disagree somewhat 

(d) disagree strongly 


. How important is success to you? 


(a) very important; I'd make just about 
any sacrifice to get to the top 

(b) quite important; | want to succeed, 
but | wouldn't wreck my life just to 
make it to the top 

(c) not too important; other things, like 
being happy with my friends and 
family, are more important than 
prestigious job ; 


. If you liked where you were living but 


could get a much better job by mov- 


ing to a place you didn't like, would 
you go? ' 

(a) definitely 

(b) probably 


. (c) probably not 


10. 
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(d) definitely not 


. Ideally, how frequently would you like 


to attend a major-league sports 
event? 

(a) at least once a week 

(b) at least once a month 

(c) a few times a year 

(d) never ; 


. Ideally, how frequently would you like 


to attend an opera, a ballet, live the- 
ater, or a concert by a big-name art- 
ist? 

(a) at least once a week 

(b) at least once a month 

(c) a few times a year 

(d) never 


Would you say that you're basically 
high-strung, with a lot of nervous en- 
ergy? 

(a) yes 

(6) somewhat 

(c) no, not at all 


When it comes to food, are you a 
meat-and-potatoes man who doesn’t 
care much for gourmet cuisine? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


Be honest now. Are you basically a 
trendy person? Is it important for you 
always to be in the vanguard of the 
latest fad? 

(a) yes 

(b) somewhat 

(c) a little 

(d) no 


How strongly are you attracted to 
what are commonly thought of as the 
kinkier forms of sexual expression 
(S&M, bondage, etc.)? 

(a) very much 

(b) somewhat 

(c) a little 

(d) hardly at all 


A friend whom you haven't seen for 

a year calls and says he’s in town for 

a couple of days. Would you be more 

likely to: 

(a) tell him to come right over 

(6) check your schedule book and try 
to arrange a meeting that's conve- 
nient for both of you before he has 
to leave 


Do you always seem to be in a hurry? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


16. How much quiet do you need in order 

to sleep? 

(a) | need total silence 

(b) | need relative quiet, but my bed- 
room doesn’t have to be like a 
tomb 

(c)! can sleep through anything; 
noise doesn’t bother me 


17. Which of the following statements is 
more characteristic of you? 

(a) | have frequent swings in mood; 
one minute |’m exhilarated, and 
the next minute I’m down 

(b) my moods don't vary too rapidly 
or too frequently; | have my ups 
and downs like anybody else, but 
they’re not particularly violent 


18. If you could have any job you wanted, 
_which of the following would you be 
more likely to choose? 
(a) a highly specialized job, in which 
you were one of the few experts 
(b) a generalized job that. required 
you to be sort of a jack-of-all 
trades with the ability to draw on 
skills in several areas without nec- 
essarily being an expert in any of 
them 


19. When you tell people that you'll call 
- them, do you: 
(a) usually keep your word and make 
the call 
(b) often forget to call because you've 
been busy or just forgotten 


20. How do you feel about other people 
knowing your business? 

(a) | don’t really mind; gossip and 

nosiness are part of life, and so 

you may as well learn to live with 


(b) | dislike it; | consider privacy one 
of my most important posses- 
sions, and | can’t stand people 
poking their noses where they 
don't belong 


21. When someone talks to you in a 
roundabout, chatty way and doesn't 

‘ ‘come directly to the point, which of 
the following is more likely to be your 
reaction? 

(a) | get impatient; | don’t like people 
beating around the bush; it wastes 
my time, and we'd all be better off 
if people were more precise when 
they talked 

(b) | don't really mind; everyone has 
his own style of talking, and even 
the most long-winded person 
sometimes has something inter- 
esting to say 


22. Look back over the last five years and 
review the hobbies and special inter- 


ests you've had. Which of the follow- 

ing patterns is more likely to 

characterize these interests? 

(a) I've had a lot of different interests, 
and my focus of attention has shift- 
ed frequently from one to another 
over the years 

(b) The interests and hobbies | have 
now are basically the same as 
those | had five years ago 


23. Would you be more likely to agree or 
disagree with this statement: ‘'It's 
best to be suspicious of people when 
you first meet them; most people are 
looking out for themselves and don’t 
care who they screw, and you 
shouldn't trust them until you really 
know them"? 

(a) agree strongly 

(b) agree somewhat 
(c) disagree somewhat 
(d) disagree strongly 


24. |s it important to you to come across 
as someone who is always cool and 
blasé, as someone who doesn't 
readily show enthusiasm or excite- 
ment? 

(a) yes 
(b) no 


25. How do you feel about this statement: 
“There’s nothing wrong with friend- 
ship: for friendship’s sake, but you 
should also choose your friends for 
the clout they have, for the influence 
they can wield on your behalf’? 

(a) agree strongly 

(b) agree somewhat 

(c) disagree somewhat 
' (d) disagree strongly 


SCORING 

All possible answers on this psychograph 
have been awarded point values that are 
listed below, To get your score, add up the 
point values of the answers you chose. 


The highest possible score is 101 points; , 


the lowest is 28. » 


1. a-1, b-2, c3, d-4 
2. a-4,  ~——b-1 

3. a-2, b-3 

4.a-1,° b-4 

5. a-1, -b-2; .c-3, d-4 
6. a-5, b-3,  c-1 

7. a-4, b-3, c-2, d-1 
Sa-32 “phn Gaye -G-0) 
9. a-4, b3, c2, d-1 
10. a-4, b-2,  c-1 
+1.:a-1, — b-4 

12. .a-5,  b-3,  ¢-2,. d+ 
13° a-5,- ~\b-3%- 50-2; ~<d-1 
14. a-2, Dd-4 

15. a4,  b-1 

16. a-1, b-2, c-4 

17. a-3, b-2 

18. a-4, b-2 


i 


19. a-2, 
20. a-1, 
21. a-4, 
22. a-3, 
23. a-5, 
24. a-4, 
25. a-5, 


c-1, 


ooouCcooot 


-4 
4 
4 
ay 
3 
4 
3 
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If you scored 77-101 points: 

You are the very model of a modern urban 
gentleman. You possess many of the traits 
that researchers associate with people 
who live in cities. You're likely to be hap- 
piest where the density is highest. The 
sounds, smells, and pulsing diversity of 
city life get your adrenaline flowing. The 
feel of concrete under your feet puts a 
spring in your step, and you just may not 
feel alive until you've had your daily dose 
of pollution. You'd probably be bored to 
death if you were put out to pasture in a 
rural environment. (Of course, every rule 
has its exceptions. There are probably 
people who share your traits but still man- 
age to live contentedly in the country. Con- 
versely, there are those who share none 
of your traits but sti!l make it in the city.) 
You may be the true man of the future. De- 
mographer Kingsley Davis says that if 
present growth trends continue, all hu- 
mans will live-in cities by the year 2045. 
52-76 points: 

As your score indicates, you are between 
the two extremes. You value the opportu- 
nities that a city offers, but you wouldn't 
want to deal with urban stress 12 months 
of the year. You can also savor the low- 
keyed pleasures of rural life, but you’d 
probably feel a lack of stimulation if you 
lived in the country full-time. Obviously 
what you need is a chic apartment in the 
city and a house in the country (along with 
a job that allows you to spend substantial 
amounts of time in each place). If you can't 
swing that (and few people can), life in the 
suburbs may be the best compromise for 
you. For you, it may be the best of both 
worlds. And, given the way America’s 
suburbs have been growing, there must 
be a lot of people who feel like you. 
28-51 points: 

You seem to embody the traditional val- 
ues of rural, small-town life. You want a 
relatively simple, uncomplicated, straight- 
forward existence unencumbered by the 
strains of an urban environment. You're 
likely to prefer simple pleasures (playing 
poker with the guys, or hunting in the 
mountains), and you'll leave the glitzy, ex- 


_ pensive entertainments of the city to oth- 


ers. Clawing your way to the top of your 
field is probably not so important to you 


‘as the company of family and friends. Un- 


fortunately, you may be an endangered 
species. In the decades to come, there 


‘may be fewer and fewer places where 


folks like you will feel comfortable. Enjoy 


it while you can.Ot-g 
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FEEDBACK 


INTINUED FROM PAGE 33 


As a parent, | know the sorrows and 


joys of children, and | have also been a 
pet owner. Sure, children are hard to 
potty-train and sometimes do embarrass- 
ing things and sometimes don’t do what 
you want them to do. But |’ve had to clean 
up dog crap and smell a ruined rug that 
just won't come clean after a cat has peed 
onit. What about when kitty climbs up your 
new sheers and leaves holes and runs, 
chews up your plants, sheds on your 
couch, pees on your bed, and walks 
around the counter, nibbling on your tuna 
salad while you're in the other room? And, 
anyway, is it fair to leave an animal 
cooped up for eight hours a day and five 
more that night while you party? 

Have you ever, Ms. Prager, known the 
great miracle of giving birth, knowing 
you've created another human being? 
Have you ever had your heart nearly crack 
with joy when your child hugs your neck 
and says, ‘| love you, Mommy’? Have 
you ever shared the delight when he takes 
his first step? Have you ever received a 
flower from a grubby little hand and known 
the happiness? | suggest, Ms. Prager, you 
experience both sides of your story before 
you say which one is better.—S. L. L., 
Beeville, Tex. 


| am writing with regard to Emily Prager’s 
essay in your April issue. Calm down, 
child. Nobody but the Right-to-Life mob 
really wants you to have a baby if you 
don't want one. Not only is it hard on the 
involuntary parent; it’s no fun for the un- 
wanted kid either. |, for one, am deeply 
committed to the idea that a woman has 
the right to use her uterus for a cookie jar 
or a planter or anything she wants. And 
I'm really glad you like animals and are 
kind to them. 

But don't you think it's a little one-sided 
to pretend that animals are all fun? Be- 
loved pets sicken and die, sometimes un- 
pleasantly. They may be lost or stolen. 
Sometimes animals have nervous break- 
downs and turn on their owners. They may 
also be spoiled; everyone knows people 
who rush home early so their dogs won't 
be lonely or whose furnishings have been 
ruined by their little beasties. And the mon- 
ey that’s spent on the only food that Morris 
or Fido will touch would feed a lot of old 
people something more nutritious than 
Nine Lives. 

It’s true, of course, that animals are dis- 
posable, and that’s certainly a prime virtue 
in this disposable society. So are kids, but 
dumping one’s kids has to be done with 
an eye toward avoiding social ostracism 
or legal action. The old drop-’em-off in the 
forest or on the freeway isn’t as easy as 
it used to be. It's reassuring news that hav- 
ing kids is not as expensive as Time says. 
Lots of people do it for less. They have to. 
Moreover, it does not require a Ph.D. in 
child psychology or a medical degree. 


Come on now. People have had kids for 
generations without those things, and the 
human race is still trucking. And lots of 
Ph.D.’s and doctors don't make good par- 
ents. 

| liked having babies and wish | could 
have had more, and | enjoy my kids a hell 
of a lot. | breast-fed one of them for 15 
months and only gave it up because the 
kid preferred McDonald's. | tried hard not 
to offend anyone but frankly find it curious 
that any human being could be offended 
by the sight of an infant at its mother’s 
breast. How do you think babies survived 
before canned formulas and bottles? At 
McDonald's? Does it bother you to watch 
your Cat nurse her kittens, Emily? 

Re toilet training: no puppies or kittens 
| Know use the toilet. Ever. Normal kids 
train themselves when they mature. That 
occurs between two and three and a half 
for boys. Girls train earlier than boys as 
a rule. Some boys wet the bed into early 
adolescence because of bladder immatu- 
rity. There is no need for this to become 
an emotional problem if it is treated mat- 
ter-of-factly. 

| have never found the problem of infant 
elimination offensive, and |'ve changed 
hundreds of diapers—cloth ones, not pa- 
per, which foul Long Island Sound, among 
other bodies of water, and are bad for 
baby bottoms. And guess what? Shit 
washes off. By the way, the shit of a 
breast-fed baby is the least offensive of all. 
I'll take that over cat dirt anytime. 

The wonder of children is their potential. 
Kids talk sooner than dogs or cats. With 
some luck and hard work, they turn into 
grown-ups and maybe friends. Yes, it’s 
risky. Sometimes it hurts. It’s a risk to get 
married. It’s a risk to pursue a career. It’s 
a risk to get out of bed in the morning. 

I'm glad you're making money, Emily, 
and having a good time. So am |. On ac- 
count of my kids and my work, | don’t get 
to the foreign films or stage plays or the 
art galleries. | do get to fly kites and read 
Maurice Sendak and nursery rhymes. | 
claim no special virtue. | got into the baby- 
making business by accident. See, Emily, 
like the doggies and the kitties, every hu- 
man animal is programmed right in his or 
her cells to make more little human ani- 
mals. This is called the reproduction drive. 
It’s the reason that sex is fun. If it weren't, 
we'd probably all wander off and play 
backgammon all the time, and the race 
would peter out. Of course, it's just super 
that we've got brains now and have fig- 
ured out how not to make little human ani- 
mals when we don’t want to—at least, 
most of the time. Kittens are hard enough 
to give away, and this way we can fuck 
and play backgammon. Thus it is ar- 
ranged that the best child substitutes are 
ourselves. 

Enjoy your little darlings, Emily, and I'll 
enjoy mine. If you get pregnant, I'll defend 
your right to have an abortion. Hell, I'll pay 
for it. Will you and your fellow pet-freaks 
come pick up the dog shit off my lawn?— 
Tabitha King, Bangor, Maine O+-, 


A one hundred proof potency that 
simmers just below the surface Yet, 
so smooth and flavorful, it’s unlike 

any Canadian liquor you've ever 

tasted. Straight, mixed, or on the 
rocks, Yukon Jack is truly a spint 
unto itself 


The Black Sheep of Canadian Liquors. 


100 Proof Imported Liqueur 
made with Blended Canadian Whisky. 


Yukon Jack. Imported and Bottled by Heubiein Inc. ,Harttord, 
Conn. Sole Agents U.S.A? © 1907 Dodd. Mead & Co., Inc. 
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Reg.: 11 mg “‘tar;’ 0.8 mg nicotine— 
Men.: 11 mg ‘‘tar;' 0.7 mg nicotine av. per cigarette, FIC Report Dec:79. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. tunes) 
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LIGHTS 


Because the 
pleasure lasts longer. 


Benson & Hedges Lights 


Dressing from the ground up 


FASHION 
FOOTNOTES 


©. upon a 


time, men’s footwear toed the traditional lines of black 
wing tips, brown loafers, and the occasional 
sneaker peeking out from beneath blue jeans. Now, 
propelled by an explosion of new styles 
running from fun to formal, shoes have taken a big step out of 
fashion’s forgettable footnotes and into the 
spotlight. Sleekly styled dress shoes, with pronounced 
textures and sharp toe treatments, are ideal 
for high-stepping in the office or on the town. Be footloose 
and fancy free in casual shoes that can be 
dressed up or down for the sporting life or just sporting 
about. Whether you're pounding pavements or 
prairies, cowboy boots are durable, functional, and good-looking 
and range in look from the truly Western 
to the urban. An abundance of choices in shoe styles lays 
the groundwork, so that whatever your needs, 
you can be sure of putting your best foot forward. 
a eS a a ae 
Genuine lizard and suede three-eyelet shoe (opposite page, 
left to right) ($335), Portofino by Michael: five-eyelet perforated 
wing-tip shoe in chocolate brown ($120), Bill Blass; 
chocolate brown kidskin wing-tip sharp-toed shoe ($65), by 
Giorgio Brutini for the Rolls-Royce Collection; British genuine lizard tan 
shoe ($385), Portofino by Michael: calfskin chocolate 
brown lace-up in a wing-stitched design ($140), from the Signature 
Collection by French Shriner. 


re 


FASHIONS BY ED EMMERLING 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY PETE TURNER 
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A ctive boots 


(below, left to right) have become mainstays of casual 
footwear. The suede walking boot with 
rain-resistant nylon sides ($58) is by Wolverine; the hiking 
boot is of water-repellent leather with 
brass eyelets and padded leather collars ($80), Timberland; 
khaki buck walker with rubber sole ($85), 

Roots Footwear; orange-tone leather walking shoe ($50), by 
Crayons; tan leather moccasin-style lace-up 
hiking shoe with rubber sole ($48), Streetcars by Laconia. 


; eee. 


ss ee0e 
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he New Wave 
look gets its foot in the door in shoes with flash. (below, 
left to right) Brown leather two-tone lace-up 
with art-deco design in spotted frogskin ($172), by Brass 
Boot; brown water-resistant lace-up jazz oxford 
($14), by Chuckles; taupe-colored hand-sewn slip-on is made 
completely of leg of ostrich ($425), by 
Moreschi for Brass Boot; light-brown sueded snakeskin 
narrow-toed lace-up oxford ($100), by 
Giorgio Brutini for the Rolls-Royce Collection. 


165 


166 


PENTHOUSE 


selection of 
boots that look hot on your heels. (below, left to right) A 
Western boot showing a lizard foot with tool- 
designed rust leather shaft ($320), by Dan Post; smoked-gray 
safari-style antelope foot with glazed navy 
lambskin shaft ($130), by Laredo Western Boot, Division of 
Genesco; camel-colored lace-design boot features 
a hand-sewn sole ($125), by Texas; Western riding boot, in saddle 

brown color, of smooth shoulder cowhide with a 

fancy-stitched oval toe ($150), by Frye Boots, 


lassic casuals 
for dressing down. (opposite page, left to right) An all-over 
suede slip-on boot-shoe ($160), by Nancy Knox; 
suede taupe-colored tassel loafer ($35), by Hush Puppies; beige 
leather moccasin lace-up with rubber sole ($35), 
by Crayons; single-eyelet taupe-colored soft-leather loafer, 
leather-lined to boot ($65), is by Jonathan Richards. 


For information on where to buy merchandise 
feaiured here, see page 178. 


STAR LAWYER 


FICTION EDEN 


Art Dula takes on the big questions: Who should 
mine the moon? Who pays if a rocket crashes? He finds the answers in the laws 
of the Roman Empire. Working out of a computerized house in downtown Hous- 
ton, Dula is the first lawyer in private piactice to devote himself to space and 
technical law. At 33, he is already odds on to be the first federal judge on the 
moon. To find out why, see this exclusive profile in the August Omni. 


One spring morning in 1975 Derek Humphrey handed 
his wife a cup of coffee containing a lethal mix of sleeping pills and painkillers. 
With his support, Jean Humphrey had decided to end her long and painful strug- 
gle against cancer. Derek has gone on to lead the grass-roots suicide movement, 
promoting the right of the aged or the terminally ill to end lives they find intolerable. 
The society he founded, Hemlock, has 15,000 members and is growing rapidly. 
A more radical group, Exit, is bent on bringing out a detailed how-to of suicide. 
The right-to-die movement has gained startling momentum on both sides of the 
Atlantic. Read about these groups in this month's Omni. 


The interpenetration of ocean, mountain, and sky is the 
subject of “Green World," this month's pictorial. The art of Friedrich Hechelmann, 
with text by Robert Sheckley, explores a strange world of the imagination: the 
primal garden that calls to us from our genetic memories. A leading painter from 
Vienna’s school of Fantastic Realism, Hechelmann has displayed his distinctive 
style in many films. He recently illustrated a book of gothic tales. In this month's 
Omni the artist celebrates the illusive paradise of our mind's eye. 


Many breakthroughs in personal technology are transforming 
the ways we enjoy our leisure time. This month Omni selects the best of innovative 
products that facilitate outdoor summer explorations. An underwater telephone 
and a jet surfboat are to be found among the machines and gadgets composing 
a portfolio of items that fuse nature with technology. Look for our rundown on 
developments in electronics, sports machines, and ingenious devices. 


Included in the August issue are an excerpt from Ben Bo- 
va’s new novel, Voyagers, speculating on humankind's first contact with an alien 
in space; a story about the havoc wreaked by lan Stewart's miniature robots 
in “The Microbotic Revolution’; and Melisa Michaels’s tale of a spaceship de- 
termined to reach the stars, “| Am Large, | Contain Multitudes.”’ 
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E@DERUDAN 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 28 


“A night in the studio” 
Being a fourth-year architecture student, 
| spend most of my time in the studio. One 
night, while alone in the studio, | was star- 
tled by a late evening visitor, whom | will 
call Sandy. Little did | know that she had 
more on her mind than architecture. 
Sandy inquired about my latest project. 
While | described the details of the project. 
| carefully examined hers. She stood 
about five feet four inches tall, with supple, 
pouting breasts, and may | say she had 
the biggest nipple hard-on | had ever en- 
countered. Her white painter’s pants 
formed beautifully around her shapely 
ass. My organ grew to its full extent as | 
gazed at her gorgeous body. Suddenly, 
without warning, Sandy began blowing in 
my ear. My response to this was to gently 
squeeze her firm buttocks. We then began 
in a long, hard French kiss. While her 
tongue was moving a mile a minute 
searching my mouth, | slowly unbuttoned 
her blouse, unveiling her luscious melons. 
Believe me, they were just right for pick- 
ing, but | searched and squeezed them 
thoroughly just to make sure they were 


_tipe. Then came the taste test. 


As | sucked on her rigid nipples, she 
moaned with delight and began to undo 
my belt. Unzipping my pants, she drew out 
my pistol and wrapped her moist lips 
around the head of my cock. She must 
have been experienced at deep throat, for 
she swallowed my full eight and a half 
inches. 

Without breaking rhythm, we lowered 
ourselves to the carpeted floor. After re- 
moving her pants, | slid a finger under her 
now soaked panties and searched for her 
clit. The combination of her sucking and 
my finger-fucking brought Sandy to one of 
her many orgasms of the night. Her mo- 
tions on my cock were so unbearable that 
| shot my hot come down her throat and 
she gobbled it up like a baby eating can- 
dy. She sucked and licked the remaining 
love nectar off my throbbing cock. As my 
rod wilted inside her mouth, | pulled off her 
panties and positioned her on a drawing 
table and slowly began to lick her pussy. 
| drove my tongue deep into her love tun- 
nel as she began to writhe with ecstasy 
and rotate her hips, nearing orgasm. 

| was so engrossed in eating that cunt 
that | didn’t hear my girl friend, Nina, walk 
in the door of the studio. Nina and Sandy 
are best friends. Sandy did notice her and 
said, ‘Don't just stand there. Get your 
clothes off.’’ Nina, still in a daze, started 
to slowly undress. Nina and | are pretty 
open about sex and do it often in my dorm 
room when my roommate goes home on 
the weekends. We've even gotten away 
with it while my roommate was asleep. But 
I've often wondered if he was just keeping 
his mouth shut and slowly jerking off. 

Nina finished disrobing and walked 
over to the drawing table. | took Nina by 
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- Argo Inc. is now offering this exclusive 


full color 26” x 38” Carrera poster for $3.75. 


CARRERA 


© 1981 CARRERA INTERNATIONAL CORPORATION 


A CHALLENGE TO YOUR 
STEREO SYSTEM FROM 
THE ORIGINAL in 


HAKESPEARE'’S master- 

pieces challenge the 

standards of literary per- 

fection. An Original Master 

Recording,™ Lp or cassette, 
challenges the sonic potential of your 
stereo system and markedly improves 
its performance. 


Original Master Recordings™ 
are hand-crafted from the original 
recording studio or concert hall 
master tapes of the most acclaimed 
musicians and vocalists of our time. 
Each is a Limited Edition, reproduced 
for extraordinary quality. . .not 
quantity. 

For the first time, you will be able to 
hear music the way the artist orig- 
inally performed it. . .every incred- 
ible note and nuance. 


Each Original Master Recording™ 
Lp utilizes our exclusive half-speed 
mastering process for total sonic 
accuracy. They are pressed on Super 
Vinyl to give you unparalleled clarity, 
quiet surfaces and extended playing 
life. Custom packaging is provided 
for absolute protection against 
warpage. 

Our Original Master Recording™ 
High Fidelity Cassettes are custom 
duplicated in real time (one-to-one) 
from the original stereo master tape. 
Nothing is lost in the translation. 
Maximum frequency response 
and negligible background noise 
levels are achieved through high 
bias Chromium Dioxide tape. The 
ultra-protective cassette shell 
prevents jamming and significantly 
reduces headwear, wow and flutter. 
You will not believe that pre-recorded 
cassettes can sound this spectacular. 


mobile fidelity 


- Sound lab 
4 divisi ion of MFSL, INC. 


Free color catalogue. Write: Mobile Fidelity Sound Lab, (Dept. PE) 
P.O. Box 919, Chatsworth, California 91311. 


Available at discriminating audio, record and automobile sound 
stores. 


Pores MASTER RECORDING. ORIGINAL MASTER RECORDING 


5: THE DOORS 
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New Limited Editions From The Original Masters 
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MACHINE 


The cigarette company that 
rolls your usual cigarette can roll 5,967 


per minute. 


Now take out a 
pouch of DRUM and a stopwatch. 
Open the pouch and savor the 
rich, imported tobacco. Roll it up in 
the slow,even burning DRUM paper “Baad <ECO 
Now, light up to DRUM’s surprising “"9psgsc sn *. 
mildness. You can get 40 DRUM 
smokes for the price of 20 factory- E DRUM 
rolled ones. 2 et 
Of course, the cigarette 
factory can roll 11,954 to your one. 
But somehow, you could care less. 


Break away from the pack. 
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7313 Varna Ave. 
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Available on PAL 
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VISA/MASTERCHARGE ACCEPTED. ALL TAPES 100% GUARANTEED 
MasterCard FOR ALL VHS (TDK) and BETA FORMATS $2.50 SHIPPING CHARGE 
THE INTERDAMR ARB ALL ORDERS PROCESSED 24-72 HRS. Send $2.00 for our full color catalog 
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VINTAGE VAN 


Classic Motor Carriages, the 
world’s largest replicar assembly 
manufacturer, presents its classic line 
for the 80's. Millions of dollars have 
been spent in engineering research to 
enable Classic Motor Carriages to 
produce the finest replicar assemblies 
available. Gelcoat finish...no rusting 
ever! All replicar assemblies are fully 
warranteed by a company that cares. 

Classic owners report gas mileage 
of 30-34 M.P.G. Our replicar 
assemblies are designed for the 
person of average mechanical skills 
using ordinary tools. Complete the 
coupon to begin the most rewarding 
experience of your life. 


See our classic replicars on display at the following airports: 


Legends... Reborn 


Classic Motor Carriages, Inc. PHS 


16650 NW 27th Ave., Miami, Florida 533054 —_‘ Telex: Replicar Opal 808244 
(305) 456-1500 Sales + (305) 625-9700 Manufacturing & Leasing 
Enclosed is $3.00 for the full color brochure, consumer buying guide and all pertinent 
information on: 
O Gazelle and Bugatti © Classic Speedster ] Vintage Automobiles 
For even more information, send for our detailed project quides which describe the process 
of constructing each of our replicar assemblies. 
Enclosed is $20.00 for: CO VW Gazelle © Ford Gazelle CO Classic Speedster 
© Custom Bugatti © Bugatti 35B 

D Enclosed is $10.00 for the full color brochure and all pertinent information on the 

factory finished, handcrafted Gazelle 
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Address 


City = State 


Phone: (Bus.) 
Area Code 
i —— 
__ Area Code 
Please charge CJ Master Card © VISA CO American Express 


Ly EE 


Expir. Date ___ 


Amarillo, Burbank, Chicago, Cleveland, Dallas-Love, Dallas/Ft. Worth, Denver, Detroit, Jacksonville, 
Kennedy, LaGuardia, Miami, Minn./St. Paul, Monterey, New Orleans, Portland, Sacramento, San Antonio, 


San Jose, Seattle, St. Louis, Tucson, Dunes Hotel...Las Vegas, Caesars Palace...Atlantic City. 
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SOME SERIOUS NOTES 
ON MOVING. 


By Victor Borge — 


When you move, make sure your 
mail arrives at your new address right 
after you do. 

The key is this: Notify everyone 
who regularly sends you mail one full 
month before you move. 

Your Post Office or Postman can 
supply you with free Change-of- 
Address Kits to make notifying even 


easier. One last serious note. 
Use your new ZIP Code. 
Don’t make c 


your mail come looking for you. 
Notify everyone 


a month before you move. 
© USPS 1980 


HARDWARE &GENERAL STORE 
38 Main St., Lynchburg, TN 37352 _ 


EDDIE’S FOLLY T-SHIRT 


Right now I'm having to eat my words 
because | told my partner that his new 
T-shirt would: never sell. | was wrong. 
You can read for yourself what it 
says ... black shirt with white lettering. 
It's 50% cotton-50% polyester, and 
we think you'll have some fun wearing 
it around. Order S, M, L and XL. $6.00 
delivered. 


Send check, money order or use American Express, 
Visa or Master Card, including all numbers and 
Signature. (Add 6% sales tax for TN delivery.) 

For a color catalog full of old Tennessee items and 
Jack Daniel memorabilia send $1.00 to the above 
address. Telephone: 615-759-7184. 


the arms and started playing with her 
breasts. She was obviously turned on by 
this gesture on my part, and she rewarded 
me by placing her hot lips on mine. We 
both got back to the business at hand, for 
Sandy was getting a little uptight. | then 
suggested that we go back to my dorm 
room, since my roommate was gone for 
the weekend. 

Once in the room, everybody quickly 
undressed. The two girls began to eat 
each other out as | shoved my hot prick 
up Sandy’s awaiting pussy. As both girls 
started to near their orgasms, the rhythm 
increased and | started to hump Sandy's 
cunt with wild, spasmodic leaps. We then 
exploded in a gigantic mutual orgasm, 
and | sent pounding spurts of hot semen 
deep into her throbbing vagina. 

We then rested for a while and lit up a 
joint of Jamaican. Although homegrown, 
it was good. After the last toke was taken, 
| noticed a hot mouth surround my aching 
shaft. But this time | noticed the technique 
of my girl friend. She has also had a lot 
of experience sucking cock (she loves to 
give me head). Sandy watched as | came 
in Nina’s mouth like a geyser, filling it to 
the limit and spilling down her chin. We 
went on fucking and sucking late into the 
night until we had fallen asleep with pure 
exhaustion. The next day | woke up to find 
the light touch of a soft hand stroking my 
hardening member. | looked up to see 
who it was and saw Nina. Sandy had left 
earlier to finish her architectural assign- 
ment. 

Nina and | continued with our little play 
session as she lubricated my dick with 
Vaseline. Getting her point, | lifted her ass 
up and slid my cock deep into her anal 
cavity. The tightness of anal sex has al- 
ways brought me to huge climaxes. Using 
my fingers to help massage Nina's clit, | 
found her magic button and started to 
bring her to multiple orgasms one after an- 
other. Nina screamed with painful delight, 
and hearing this made me even hotter as 
| pumped away at her ass hole. Reaching 
the point of no return, | unloaded my hot 
jism deep into her bowels. The tempo then 
slowed to a low moan as we heard the 
head resident knocking on the door. 
Quickly slipping some pants on, | opened 
the door and let him in. He searched 
throughout the room to see if Nina was 
there but could not find her, for she had 
slipped through the window of my first- 
floor room. 

We met later that night to continue our 
session and have had many other nights 
with Sandy along. We are now thinking 
about including my roommate. I’m sure 
he's been waiting to get into Nina’s pants 
for along time, and | can see why.—Name 
and address withheldOt—3 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting Fo- 
rum Magazine now on sale at your news- 


stand, or, for this month's copy, send $2.50 
to Forum Magazine, P.O. Box 903, Farm- 
ingdale, N.Y. 11737. 


DIRECT FROM 
QUALITY SUNGLASSES 
AT FACTORY PRICES 


Each pair features: Impact resistant 
lenses * Handcrafted * Polished glass 
lenses * Hardened metal frames * No 
non-sense guarantee. 

FREE — limited time only—deluxe velour 
lined case with each pair of glasses 
ordered (a $3.00 value). Credit cards 
accepted. Dealer inquiries invited. 
NOTICE: Don't be fooled by cheap 
imitations. These glasses are made 
exclusively for U.S. Optics. To make 
sure you get the best, order now and if 
not completely satisfied return for 
refund within 30 days. 


World Famous Pilot's Glasses 
These precision flight glasses are now 
available to the public for only $7.95. If you 
could buy them elsewhere, they'd 
probably cost you over $20.00. #20P 
available in gold or silver frame, A $20.00 
value only $7.95. Two paurs for $14.00 


penser etl We errevainni gt! 


Aviator Teardrop Flight Glasses 
Flexible cable temples. #30A gold frame 
only A $30.00 value only $9.95 
2 pairs lor $18 00 


Ne, 7 Sti 
Professional Driving & Shooting Glasses 
Wide angle amber lens brightens visibility 
#30D gold frame only A $30 00 value 
only $14.95. 2 pairs for $28 00 


To order send check or money order to U.S. Optics, 
Dept. 704,P.0. Box 14206, Atlanta, Georgia 30324. 
Credit card customers please fill in card # and Exp. date 


QUANTITY 


Add Postage, Handling, and Insurance 
$1.00 per pair 
Total 


Visa or Master Charge # Exp. Date 
Name 


Address 


City 


FREE case with each palr. 
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The new Subaru station 
wagon gets an amazing 33 mpg with 
four-wheel drive engaged. 


FOUR ON THE FLOOR 


BY WADE HOYT 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY TED KAUFMAN 


stealing or copying Western ideas, no one can accuse 
Fuji Heavy Industries, Ltd., of being a ‘‘me too”’ car com- 
pany in today’s automotive market. 

While Detroit has just lately discovered front-wheel drive, Fuji 
has been selling its front-wheel-drive Subaru cars in America 
since 1969. Although American Motors and Audi have recently 
introduced four-wheel-drive passenger cars, Fuji beat them to 
it several years ago with a clever four-wheel-drive conversion 
of the front-wheel-drive Subaru station wagon. And while other 
companies were touting full-time four-wheel drive in trucklike ve- 
hicles with abysmal gas mileage, 
Subaru was refining its ‘on de- 
mand” four-wheel-drive lineup, 
which now includes a low-priced 
two-door hatchback, an updated 
four-door wagon, and the BRAT 
pickup, each of which is rated by 
the EPA at 25 mpg in city driving 
and 33 mpg on the highway. 

Along the way, Subaru has also 
gained a loyal band of satisfied 
owners, who will chew your ear off 
with endless tales of mechanical 
reliability and great gas mileage. 

Four-wheel drive is an emotion- 
al subject. Except for a handful of 
ranchers and forest rangers, few 
people buy it because they need 
it. Some people buy it to play sub- 
urban cowboy. Other buyers may 
have an infrequent need for it—to 
plow the driveway in the winter or 
for an occasional blast across the 
desert. It’s also handy in case of ice, snow, or mud slides. But 
most of the time four-wheel drive just burns up a lot of precious 
gasoline and causes a lot of extra wear and tear by churning 
up twice as many gears and bearings as a two-wheel-drive sys- 
tem does. 

Old-fashioned four-wheel-drive vehicles have locking hubs on 
the front wheels that must be disengaged to drive on dry pave- 
ment and reengaged to drive on slippery or loose surfaces. This 
process involves stopping the vehicle and fiddling with dials on 
both front wheels. 

Systems that can be switched from two- to four-wheel drive 
by a lever on the floor are offered by several manufacturers, but 
Subaru’s is one of the slickest. The switch can be made at any 
speed so long as the wheels are pointed straight ahead and you 
remember to depress the clutch pedal. Two systems are avail- 
able. The single-stage system offers a choice of two- or four- 
wheel propulsion; the dual-range system offers a stump-pulling 
low range with an overall ratio of 5.03:1 and a high range of 
3.44:1, which gives quieter highway driving and better fuel econ- 
omy. Both are coupled to a four-speed manual transmission. 


Bee Japanese industry has often been accused of 
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Over the last few years, Subaru’s model lineup has been sys- 
tematically updated. The frumpy old bodywork has been discard- 
ed (except on the BRAT) in favor of snappy new Italianesque 
lines. The anemic old 1,600 cc engine has been bumped up to 
1,800 cc, with 71 hp and 94 ft Ib of torque. However, the 2,300- 
pound wagon is still no dragster. Although the aircraft-inspired 
flat-four aluminum engine throbs away earnestly, producing a 
sound that will bring a smile of recognition to former Volkswagen 
Beetle owners, it is not a power plant that rewards high revving 
and snap shifts. Rather, it encourages the kind of sensible driving 
that contributes so much to Subaru’s reputation for economy and 
longevity. 

The four-wheel-drive version of 
the Subaru wagon has a few dis- 
advantages in everyday driving. 
The car's normally firm suspen- 
sion has been given some extra 
beef and hiked up about one and 
a quarter inches, resulting in a ride 
that is appropriate for off-roading 
but a bit too harsh for rushing a 
pregnant lady to the hospital. The 
grippy Bridgestone mud-and- 
snow tires add appreciably to the 
steering effort at low speeds. And, 
when four-wheel drive is engaged 
on dry pavement, sharp steering 
angles, such as those required for 
parking, cause the whole drive 
train to tighten up. 

These are small sacrifices for 
someone who wants or needs 
four-wheel drive, but power steer- 
ing would be a nice option to have. 
And, although Subaru does not forbid it, | began to feel uncom- 
fortable about using four-wheel drive on dry pavement because 
of the binding in the drive train. 

The rest of the Subaru is lovably eccentric. The night-fighter 
orange instruments inspire Walter Mitty flights of fantasy. A driv- 
ing light lurks in the center of the grille, under a Subaru insignia, 
and retracts like a Cyclops’s eyelid. The owner's manual and 
various warning decals are written in the sort of half-translated 
Japanese that used to accompany cameras and transistor ra- 
dios. With about 20 minutes’ worth of wrench work under the 
car, ground clearance can be changed from 8.1 to 9.1 inches. 
The heater and vents are controlled by stovelike knobs on the 
dash. The wipers, washers, and lights are operated by conve- 
nient rotating knobs that sprout out of the steering column like 
vestigial antlers. All in all, not your ordinary car, 

The price, too, is extraordinary: $5,829 for the basic four- 
wheel-drive DL wagon; $6,879 for the loaded four-wheel-drive 
GL wagon pictured here. Any vehicle that is the official car of 
the U.S. Ski Team as well as the pride of Aspen, Colo.’s Mellow 
Yellow Taxi Company can’t be all bad. 0+ 
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’ WATCH WHAT YOU WANT WHEN 
YOU WANT TO WATCH I7! 


EXCITING VIDEO MOVIES 
IN THE PRIVACY OF YOUR 
OWN HOME! 


JOIN THE EXCLUSIVE TIP’ TRADE-IN PLAN 
TRADE FOR ANY TITLE YOU WANT 


NOW $Q69 psllae han cing 
ONLY & YOUR TRADE IN 


PURCHASE ANY TITLE YOU LIKE 


onty "QQ® 
ONLY plus 94.00 handling 
per cassette 


* THE LARGEST SELECTION OF PRE-RECORDED 
VIDEO PROGRAMS IN THE WORLD 

* WE CARRY EVERY VIDEO MOVIE AVAILABLE 
ANYWHERE (G, PG, R AND X) 

* THE SAME TITLES SELLING ELSEWHERE FOR 
$99.00 AND UP 

* IF IT'S ON VIDEO WE'VE GOT IT 

IF IT'S NOT IN STOCK WE'LL ORDER IT 

ALL TITLES AVAILABLE IN VHS AND BETA 

* SOME TITLES IN BETA I, QUASAR AND SANYO 

* ALL ORDERS SHIPPED PROMPTLY 


AMERICAN EXPRESS * VISA * MASTER CARD 
ORDER NOW—CALL US DIRECT 


TOLL FREE 


800-223-2388 


in NY call 212-541-9810 
IN CANADA CALL 1-800-263-3777 


Cali or write for the VIDEOCLUB dealer in your neighborhood. 
New dealer inquiries welcome 
Wadi Leaug leds lt OME. : “ 
VIDSOCLUBS} 
] 237 West 54th Street #PS 
New York, New York 10019 


TOP VIDEO MOVIES 
AVAILABLE NOW! 


+ + 


Alien Easy Misty Beethoven 
Amencan Sex Fantasy — Ecstasy Gils 

A Star is Born 800 Fantasy Lane 

Behind the Green Door Emmanuelle 

Blonde in Black Sitk Enter the Dragon 


Captain Lust Godtather 

Coaleniner's Daughter — Happy Days Ss 
Her Name Was Lisa 10 
Jack and Ji 


HOT PIX OF THE MONTH! 


EROTIC NEW VIDEO MAGAZINE 
FROM LONDON 


INTERNATIONAL RED TAPE 
Marilyn Chambers is INSATIABLE 


PENTHOUSE SPECIAL 
“X-Rated Highlights” *39® 


Deep Throat 
Devil in Miss Jones 


INTERVIEW 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 132 


Holmes: Oh, | will give him the opportu- 
nity, but right now Gerry Cooney don't 
know too much, because he hasn't fought 
anybody good. His ability to take a punch 
hasn't even been tested yet. Cooney 
knocked out Ken Norton, Ron Lyle, and 
Jimmy Young, but all those guys were 
washed up and no good when he fought 
them. Somebody representing Cooney 
made me an offer of $8 million to fight him, 
but | think the guy was probably jiving. If 
he isn't, I'll be happy to fight Cooney right 
away, but it looks like he’s going to fight 
Mike Weaver this fall. 

Penthouse: Who else? 

Holmes: Well, right now I’m getting ready 
for Leon Spinks, and he's an all out fighter. 
Spinks goes until he gets knocked out or 
until he knocks you out. After those two, 
maybe Weaver—if he gets by Cooney, 
and if Arum lets him do it. | don’t think 
they're ready for me yet, but two young 
heavyweights I'll have to start watching 
out for soon are Mike Dokes and Greg 
Page. 

Penthouse: For several years, many peo- 
ple in the sports press have depicted you 
as boxing’s Rodney Dangerfield—a man 
who thinks he gets no respect. Do you feel 
that way? 

Holmes: Well, | think people in the boxing 
world know there's only one heavyweight 
champion and that nobody out there right 
now can whip me. People who think dif- 
ferent than that amount to zero, nothing. 
| think they're small-minded and just don't 
want to give me the credit | deserve. | do 
feel | haven't gotten the recognition I’ve 
earned, but it don't really bother me. The 
only thing that would bother me would be 
if | didn't get paid. No sense in my lying 
to you: | got in the game for one reason, 
to make money. And I've certainly made 
it. In the last two years, I've earned $15 
million. 

Penthouse: Did you ever think you'd 
make that much as a boxer? 

Holmes: No, | never expected it. My goal 
was to get in and make enough to. own 
some kind of business and not have to 
work too hard the rest of my life. | thought 
that if everything worked out, maybe | 
could make a couple of hundred thousand 
dollars in boxing, but nothing like what I’ve 
made. | really didn't know what millions of 
dollars was all about. 

Penthouse: Have you since found out the 
answer? 

Holmes: Yeah, and what I've learned is 
that it’s hard holding on to what you got. 
| get so many offers, and most of 'em are 
worth shit. You know how many people 
call me wanting to invest my money? You 
know how many diamond mines | 
could've bought? Or how many radio sta- 
tions and hotels |'ve been offered? | can't 
even count 'em. And | think I've probably 
been asked to buy a piece of every gas 
and oil well in the world. 


For ‘“‘where to buy” information on fashions 
shown on pages 162-167, contact 
these manufacturers or retail stores. 


BILL BLASS 
1250 Broadway 
New York, N.Y. 10001 (212) 594-5900 


GIORGIO BRUTINI for the ROLLS ROYCE 
COLLECTION 

350 Fifth Avenue 

New York, N.Y. 10018 (212) 695-3880 


SIGNATURE COLLECTION by FRENCH 
SHRINER 

1250 Broadway 

New York, N.Y. 10001 (212) 594-5900 


BRASS BOOT 
234 East Reservoir Avenue 
Milwaukee, Wis. 53201 (414) 374-8900 
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Canada confirm it. A leading interna- 
tional publication reports that Doctors 
at the famous Masters and Johnson 
Sexual Institute have conducted tests 
in St. Louis. Missouri that show the 
power of sexual Pheromones. 
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Penthouse: Does that make you leery of 
talking to people? 

Holmes: It’s no problem for me. | tell guys 
that if their deal ain't guaranteed by the 
government, or if their company isn't one 
| can get reports on, then forget it. | dou- 
ble- and triple-check everything before | 
let my money go. If you start looking to 
make millions and millions of dollars on in- 
vestments, then greed can bring you 
down. But I’m just not greedy. | have a real 
simple plan about what to do with my mon- 
ey. It seems to me that you can live off the 
interest on a million dollars for a lifetime, 
so what would the interest on two or three 
million dollars do for you? 

Penthouse: At a conservative estimate, it 
would probably bring you about $200,000 
a year. : 

Holmes: Yeah, but would you need that 
much? 

Penthouse: That's something for you to 
answer, not us. Right now you're earning 
$7 or $8 million dollars a year. Don’t you 
think it might be a little tough to scale down 
your standard of living? 

Holmes: | don’t have to worry about that. 
Until a few years ago | lived on $8,000 a 
year, and my living expenses last year 
were only $20,000. | watch my dough 
carefully, and when | leave boxing, I’m 
sure people are gonna say, ‘‘There goes 
one fighter who wasn't a fool.” I've only 
got a seventh-grade education, but |'ve 
got a Ph.D. in life. 
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Penthouse: How much of the money that 
you earn in the ring actually goes into your 
pocket? 

Holmes: Almost all of it by now. When you 
first turn pro, your manager usually gets 
one-third of your money and ten percent 
goes to your trainer, so most young fight- 
ers get about 50 percent of what they 
make. That's okay when you start out and 
you're fighting for $1,000 or $1,500 a 
bout, but later on you become the power, 
and you can give them what you want. 
Penthouse: Still, you're in a sport that’s in- 
famous for the way its champions earn 
small fortunes and then somehow end up 
penniless. Why do you think that happens 
to boxers? 

Holmes: Boxers can be taken advantage 
of, because they don’t like to listen and 
they really don’t know who to listen to. 
They'll get somebody who wants to help 
them, and they won't listen, and then 
someone will show up who wants to rip 
them off, and they will listen. But like any 
goddamn thing, all youneed is some com- 
mon sense. | mean, when people come up 
to me and start talking about how | should 
have some tax write-offs and how | can 
make tax-exempt money by investing with 
them, | say, ‘Hey, if it's so good, you in- 
vest in it.’’ The only thing | put my dough 
into is a bank. 

Penthouse: If you earned $15 million in 
the last two years, what do you expect to 
make in the next two? 


Holmes: | don't know, because | don’t 
want to stay in boxing that long. I'll take 
some more fights, but I’m not gonna be 
in the ring too much longer. I'm happily 
married, I’ve got a baby daughter, and | 
just want to be able to spend time with my 
family. 

Penthouse: Have you already decided on 
a retirement date? 

Holmes: No, | haven’t made any real de- 
cision on it yet. One day | feel like quitting 
right then and there; the next day | feel like 
going on for two more years. | play it by 
ear, but | know this much: I’m not gonna 
keep fighting for as long as a lot of people 
expect me to. I'm not gonna wait around 
to get old before | fight a kid like Gerry 
Cooney. 

When Ali fought Floyd Patterson, he 
was 30 and Patterson was 38; when | 
fought Ali, | was 30 and he was 38. That’s 
not how I'm gonna go out. When | retire, 
| want to go out on top. 

Penthouse: Ali also used to say he wanted 
to go out on top; yet obviously he wasn’t 
able to do that. Couldn't the same thing 
happen to you? 

Holmes: | don’t think so. You gotta re- 
member that Ali and | are two different 
people in a lot of ways. Ali likes the lime- 
light, the glamour, being on television and 
having people recognize him. Larry 
Holmes don’t care too much about doing 
talk shows and such. Ali still supports a 
big entourage of people; Larry Holmes 
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has only four people working for him full- 
time. Ali likes the big cities; | don’t. | love 
living in Easton, Pennsylvania, because 
it's quiet, it’s in the middle of everything, 
it's a nice place for my kids to grow up, 
and nobody hassles me here. | can own 
a comfortable house anywhere in the 
world, and I’ve traveled around to the big 
cities, and I’ve seem ‘em all. But | always 
come back to Easton. 

| guess the big thing is that | just don’t 
need more money, which would be the 
only reason to keep fighting. Let’s say | 
could make as much money as Elvis Pres- 
ley, John Wayne, or the Rockefellers. What 
would | do with it? The only businesses | 
want to own are a few little ones in the Le- 
high Valley. | don't want to own a news- 
paper or an airline or Rockefeller Center. 
| don't care about all that, because my the- 
ory is that it was here when | had nothing 
and it'll be here long after I'm gone. | don’t 
want to be Howard Hughes. | want to be 
a human being, and | want to live like a 
human being. 
Penthouse: Then you have no more goals 
left as a boxer? 
Holmes: Except for making $100 million 
in the ring and making every member of 
my family a millionaire, no, none that! can 
think of. But | have a lot of goals outside 
the ring. 
Penthouse: What are they? 
Holmes: | want to help kids and give them 
opportunities that | didn't have when | was 
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growing up. | like being chairman of the 
local Boys’ Club and working with retard- 
ed kids and being very active in the 
NAACP. Winning the title somehow gave 
me the desire to do these things, although 
I've been active in the NAACP for a long 
time. I'm involved now in trying to get more 
people to join the NAACP. A whole lot of 
black people have the wrong impression 
about that organization. A lot of them say 
that the NAACP is an Uncle Tom group be- 
cause white people are involved in it. Well, 
the NAACP is an organization for al! peo- 
ple, and it tries to help people who face 
racial or sexual discrimination, which is 
why a lot of women are joining up now. 
Everyone under the sun is God's child. 
People are created equal and should be 
free to become what they can make of 
themselves. 

Penthouse: We don’t doubt your sincerity, 
but if you feel that way, don’t you think it’s 
a little odd that you make your living beat- 
ing people up? 

Holmes: | don’t think it’s odd. You want 
to know something? | like to fight. It re- 
lieves tension for me. It puts me in a good 
frame of mind, and it just makes me feel 
good all over. The only time fighting’s hard 
is when | have to sacrifice and spend 
months and months in training. Boxing is 
what you make it; it can be good for you 
or bad for you. A lot of guys take out their 
feelings on their wife, but if | get upset, | 
can take it out on the heavy bag. | like that. 


Penthouse: Prizefighting is terribly dan- 
gerous. In 1980 alone five professional 
boxers were killed in the ring. Do you ever 
worry that it could happen to you? 
Holmes: No, never. If it's my time to die, 
then I'll die, but not before. You can jump 
off the damned Empire State Building, and 
if it ain’t your time to go, you won't. 
Penthouse: We're a lot more skeptical 
than that. In June, 1980, in a preliminary 
bout before the Sugar Ray Leonard—Ro- 
berto Duran fight in Montreal, lightweight 
boxer Cleveland Denny died after being 
knocked out by Gaeton Hart—and many 
ringside observers believe that if the ref- 
eree hadn't been 71 years old and unable 
to stop the fight when he first attempted 
to, Denny would still be alive. 

Holmes: That don’t change nothing. It still 
was Denny's time. | don’t give a damn if 
the referee couldn't see. It was that man’s 
time to go, and that’s the way | look at it. 
| don’t think boxing is as dangerous as ice 
hockey or football, in which 11 guys jump 
on your ass. How many football players 
have you seen in wheelchairs, and how 
many serious injuries are there every year 
to hockey players? A lot, but you never 
hear about them. But every time some- 
thing happens to a boxer, there’s all this 
talk about it being such a dangerous sport. 
| don't feel that way. 

Penthouse: Champions rarely do, Larry. 
In any event, you'll be 32 in November, 
and judging by what you've told us about 
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the sport, your own boxing skills will short- 
ly begin to erode. When that happens, do 
you think you'll immediately recognize it? 
Holmes: | hope so, but | don’t think so. 
There's always something you do that 
wasn't there before, and | guess you think 
that the stuff you had before is always 
there. You know, Ali finally recognizes that 
he isn't what he once was, but he can't 
really believe it. But there comes a time 
when you've got to believe what's real and 
what isn't. Ali just can’t do the things he 
did when he was 30 or 20. They say you 
get better with age, but that’s not always 
true. You get worse in certain things, es- 
pecially boxing. That's the way it is, and 
there’s nothing you can do about it. 
Penthouse: Ali came out of retirement, for 
your fight, and recently so did Ken Norton 
for the Cooney fight, and both were em- 
barrassed in the ring. If you retire can you 
conceive of ever allowing yourself to be 
lured back into boxing? 

Holmes: Only time will tell. Look, | think a 
guy can make a comeback if he has the 
determination and will to do so, but that’s 
not for everybody. If | was Kenny Norton, 
| wouldn't have done it, but I'm saying that 
because that's the way | feel now. If I'd 
been in Norton's position and had his 
needs and desires, | might have done the 
same thing he did. All | can really know 
about is myself, and every day | just hope 
and pray I'll always feel the same way 
about retiring that | do today. | just hope 
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I'll know when | should retire for good. In 
the meantime, I’m the heavyweight cham- 
pion, and right now nobody in the world 
can beat me except myself. If | sit back 
and think things are gonna go real easy, 
then I’m in trouble. As long as | train and 
I've. got fighting on my mind, nobody can 
whip me. 

Penthouse: You're one of the most con- 
fident athletes around. Was there ever a 
time when you doubted your ability? 
Holmes: No, but there was a time when 
some so-called experts doubted me, and 
| still remember one of them in particular. 
It's hard to forget these people. Gil Clancy, 
who managed Emile Griffith, once had a 
chance to sign me, and he blew it. I'd had 
about 22 amateur fights, and a man who 
was gonna help me turn pro wanted an ex- 
pert opinion on my progress, so he 
brought me to see Gil Clancy. 

Well, | got into a ring with one of 
Clancy's top-notch professionals, and | 
did very well against him. But Clancy told 
the guy that! could never become a cham- 
pion or even a contender and that I'd nev- 
er amount to anything. Clancy said that | 
didn't have the punching power of George 
Foreman or the boxing ability of Muham- 
mad Ali, and that between other fighters 
like Frazier, Norton, Ron Lyle, Jimmy 
Young, and Jerry Quarry, there really was 
no room for Larry Holmes. For some rea- 
son, he didn’t realize that all the fighters 
he'd mentioned were getting old and that 
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a new wave of heavyweights was coming 
up. He also should have seen that here 
was a black man who had the desire and 
determination to fight, and who'd proved 
it against one of Clancy's own pros. But 
he didn’t see that, because his vision is 
worse than Ray Charles's. He told the man 
to give me a job driving a truck, and | never 
forgot that. In plain English, fuck Gil 
Clancy. 

Anyway, that should give you an idea 
how much so-called experts know about 
boxing. 

Penthouse: |s being the world heavy- 
weight boxing champion all you thought it 
would be? 

Holmes: That's hard for me to answer. | 
expected to be in the limelight and for peo- 
ple to be saying hello to me, and | suppose 
| have that, but | don’t feel particularly like 
a champion. | mean, | wish somebody 
would tell me how you're supposed to feel 
when you're a champ, because | don’t 
know yet. I’m still waiting for that great 
feeling you're supposed to get. 
Penthouse: How do you feel? 

Holmes: Like | did when | didn’t have no 
money, like | did when | didn’t have no car 
or no shoes. When | thought about win- 
ning the heavyweight title, | used to think 
about sitting back and smoking cigars and 
having people buff my nails and wait on 
me. But | think there's more to being a 
champ than that. | hope there is, you 
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night was big. 


Eubank was a lifelong cop; his training, 
his ultimate contact with criminals, with 
violence, was based entirely on experi- 
ences in New York City. He’d survived be- 
cause he was a smart, hard-core tactician, 
competent, aggressive, dangerous. He 
was never conservative when it came to 
experimenting with new police technol- 
ogy. He'd try anything once; chemicals, 
lasers, satellites, just so long as it gave the 
department an edge. Eubank pulled the 
map around so they all could see. 

“Here it is. We're gonna make a grid 
search, three five-man squads. Actually a 
double grid, so we can back each other 
up. |’m taking Squad Three to a position 
about midway in the park.’’ He circled an 
area south of the defunct station house, on 
the edge of the great lawn. ““Squads One 
and Two will take positions just off the 
eight-five transverse on the East and West 
drives. My squad will fan out and take the 
point; anybody on the great lawn is dead 
meat. That's obvious. We'll regroup at the 
Delacorte Theater. Then we sweep down- 
town, Squads One and Two alternating 
their box with three. We'll be spread a little 
thin in an area this size, but | don't want 
to put a hundred officers in there. We'll be 
all over each other in the dark, and some- 
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body will end up getting dinged. I'll be tak- 
ing in my best men, and we'll be able to 
move faster without the confusion. It took 
a while, but they finally have the perimeter 
sealed off and clear of traffic. I've request- 
ed all available men in the two-two and 
two-oh and about a hundred ESS officers 
to man positions at intervals along the 
streets. If we pin down any suspects, we 
can have fifty men inside the park on top 
of the location in five minutes. If our friends 
get nervous and try to slip out before we 
make contact, we'll nail them on the out- 
side.” 

Keller was satisfied. ‘‘All right, gentle- 
men. We're all doing our job here.” He 
turned to Dix. ‘‘Whatever that may be.” 

Dix brought out the folder. 

“One more thing. I've been reading 
over the transcript of the bomb threat. The 
mayor asked me not to say anything about 
it to the press, but there could be some- 
thing here.”’ 

The response was predictable. Curran 
and Eubank looked at Dix as if he were 
three years old. 

Keller broke the silence. “The one-man 
guerrilla? | read that. It's pretty farfetched, 
David, in light of what's happened.” 

Dix pressed on. ‘'Why would a terrorist 
group waste time with a phony mes- 
sage?” 

Eubank stared right through Dix. Per- 
haps he was angry; perhaps he felt chal- 
lenged. He said, “Try getting back to 


reality, Dix. We'll grind these people up. 
It doesn’t matter who they are. We've got 
the goddamn power.” 

Eubank went quickly out the exit to the 
street. 

Dix looked down at the folder. He turned 
to Keller. ‘‘It's the part about guerrilla war- 
fare that bothers me.”’ 

Dix closed the folder and stared at the 
map of Central Park, atthe diverse and un- 
usual terrain. A vague notion troubled him. 
Suddenly he was worried. 

Images flashed across the map; distant, 
frightening images. 


Harris drove past the rear of the fire alarm 
station on the Seventy-ninth Street trans- 
verse and was glad to see that it was dark 
and evacuated. He cut across the West 
Drive and followed the bridle path north to 
Summit Rock. He was very careful park- 
ing the bike and approaching a reconnais- 
sance position above Eighty-fifth Street. 

He pulled a flak jacket out from under 
the luggage rack and put it on. He fas- 
tened it tight around his chest. He re- 
moved from the equipment sack a bundle 
of AK-47 clips, taped together in a long 
chain to precipitate fast loading. Harris un- 
raveled the chain and wrapped it around 
his torso. 

There was a small jar in his shirt pocket; 
he opened it and put his fingers inside. 
The jar contained army-issue night-fighter 
cosmetic, which he smeared on his face 
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until it became a black mask. When Harris 
blinked and covered the whites of his 
eyes, he was practically invisible. 

Harris put the jar away and referred to 
his charts. He decided to await the assault 
force near Hill Four-fifty, a position inside 
the Ramble. 

He started the bike and went east and 
south, curving around the Delacorte The- 
ater and Belvedere Castle. He came with- 
in sight of the calm, dark water of the lake. 
Harris suddenly felt very alert. Details of 
light and sound and smell jumped at him 
from night air floating like mist in the thick 
undergrowth. He studied the trees lining 
the far shore of the lake. No fear, no en- 
emy lurked there, hiding, planning, wait- 
ing for movement and battle. But he knew 
that soon this terrain would hold danger 
in every shadow and tree, that those who 
caused this danger would have to be 
found and engaged, that it was a struggle 
that was necessary and endless. Search 
and destroy. He got excited just thinking 
about it. ° 


Sergeant Dell’olio was standing outside 
the Trefoil Arch, south of the Seventy-sec- 
ond Street boathouse, waiting for two of 
his officers to come back out of the dark 
passageway under the East Drive. Their 
boots echoed in the tunnel, and they ap- 
peared in the light of a park lamp. Dell’olio 
waved them forward, and the three men 
ran to the front of the one-story boathouse. 
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Two other officers stood next to the pay 
phones. Dell’olio consulted his map. 

He’d taken Squad One to the far eastern 
tip of the lake and searched the boat- 
house. Truck one was standing by in the 
parking lot north of their location. 

Dell’olio gave the command, and the 
squad moved around the boathouse and 
over rocks and bushes along a chain link 
fence. They angled up and away from the 
water, losing sight of the lake, and pushed 
through low shrubs covering a rock 
mound. They reached a paved walk, 
which, according to Dell’olio’s map, was 
one of a series of paths that cut through 
the trees and open spaces, eventually 
winding up in the Ramble. They went west 
for a few yards until Dell’olio realized that 
he’d passed two smashed-out park 
lamps. He ordered the squad to halt. 

“Spread out. We'll take it on line. Jarvis 
on the point.” 

“Want light, Sergeant?”’ 

“No. Wait till we’re down on the main 
walk so Eubank can see us.”’ 

Jarvis didn’t see a thin wire that came 
out of the trees and stretched across the 
walk about a foot above the pavement. He 
stopped and looked to his left, catching a 
glimpse of lights reflecting off the surface 
of the lake. He continued on. 

His right leg pushed through the wire, 
and he stumbled, almost falling over. He 
felt the ground with his hand and found the 
wire. He saw where it ran into the trees, 
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and he thought he saw a yellow pole stick- 
ing up into the low branches but didn’t 
have time to verify that. Something ex- 
ploded in his face. 

Jarvis was thrown back into the officer 
coming behind him. The man screamed 
as fragments of metal tore into his neck. 
There was another explosion, and a third 
officer in line tumbled into the bushes on 
the opposite side of the walk. 

Dell’olio froze for an instant when he 
heard the first explosion. He saw a flash, 
but the walk curved, and he didn’t have 
a view of the front of the line. He dived into 
the bushes just as the second explosion 
went off and the burst of light revealed a 
line of poles, about as tall as a man. God, 
they’re bamboo, he thought, and that’s 
grenades attached to the tops of the 
poles, and they’re going off one by one; 
here they come, right back to me, bang 
bang bang, and he felt hot needles spin- 
ning inside his legs and arms. 

He slumped to the ground. Pieces of 
leaves floated down on his face. He was 
dizzy but turned his head to look at the 
walk. The two officers who had been di- 
rectly in front of him were sprawled on the 
pavement. One of them was moaning soft- 
ly and sliding his legs around in a pool of 
blood. The other officer was on his face, 
unmoving, his rifle tangled in the under- 
growth. 

Dell’olio laughed. What's the bush go- 
ing to do with that gun? That's silly. 


Bushes don’t hurt people. Stupid little 
thoughts ran through his mind. He 
reached for his walkie-talkie. His hand 
was black and wet... all wet. He raised 
the walkie-talkie to his lips. 

“Hey, my hand. What the hell?’’ 

A familiar voice came over the radio. 
“Say again. K.” 

“We're hit. God."’ Dell’olio tried to think 
of a number. Oh, yeah. ‘‘Ten-thirteen.'’ He 
screamed. “Ten-thirteen!”’ 

The voice again. ‘‘Squad One! What's 
your position? One, please respond.”’ 

Dell’olio thought of something funny. He 
said, ‘Squad One doesn't exist.”’ He felt 
sick to his stomach. He looked down at 
his flak jacket. Oh, no. It wasn’t fastened 
properly. He watched it slide open and 
saw a huge stain above his belt. He set 
down the walkie-talkie and threw up. 


When Squad Three heard the explosions, 
they were moving west behind the fire 
alarm station, paralleling the Seventy- 
ninth Street transverse. Eubank tried to lo- 
cate the sound; it seemed to come from 
the Fifth Avenue side of the park. Odd, 
thudding explosions, he thought, not gun- 
fire, more like small bombs. Grenades 
were like small bombs. The muscles tight- 
ened in his neck. 

Incoherent babblings came over his 
walkie-talkie. He ordered the squad off the 
walk, slightly south, where there was 
some overhead cover. The men spread 
out, leaning against the trees, rifles ready. 
Eubank stood with Davis. They listened to 
the walkie-talkie. 

“| can't make that out, Davis.”’ 

“| heard a ten-thirteen, sir.”’ 

Eubank tried Beniquez. ‘Squad Two, 
what's your position?” 

“North of the lake, east of the drive. 
What the heli was that?”’ 

“| don't know."’ There was more static 
and a weak voice transmission. Some- 
thing about a hand. Eubank looked at Da- 
vis, who shrugged. “Manny, was that 
you?”’ 

“Negative.” 

“All right. Abandon your position and 
go down to the lake. | want your squad un- 
derneath mine. We'll assist One. K.”’ 

After a second's pause Beniquez an- 
swered. ‘Not possible, sir. We're blocked 
south by barbed wire.”’ 

“Barbed wire?”’ 

“That's affirm. What you call it? Concer- 
tina.” 

Eubank flinched. ‘Jesus Christ.’ He 
looked quickly at his map. This was taking 
too long. He went back to the radio. 
“Manny, find a way over here. Fast. | don't 
care how.” 

“Roger. Two.” 

Eubank waited for the band to clear. 
“Command Post, this is Eubank.” 

“Command. Go ahead, K.”’ 

“We'll assist One on that ten-thirteen. 
Move Truck One down to the boathouse 
and tell him to put his lights in the trees.”’ 

Eubank checked the clip on his M-16. 
His men were still too close together. He 
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wanted to sweep east, covering more 
ground. 

“Spread out. Stay sharp.”’ 

One of the men, it looked like Dietrich, 
tripped, and Eubank saw an object swing 
down out of the trees. Dietrich jumped up- 
right, as if standing at attention, and flew 
backward, flopping in the grass. A gur- 
gling sound came from his throat, and he 
grunted loudly. Eubank ran over to him. 

A huge, bamboo rake was imbedded in 
Dietrich’s chest. He twitched for a few sec- 
onds and then was still. A rope ran across 
Dietrich’s feet to a stump, then up into the 
trees, and back down to the end of the 
booby trap. 

A flashlight beam illuminated Dietrich. 
His eyes were wide open, and his lips 
were twisted in a death snarl. Eubank 
looked up, and the light blinded him. 

‘Turn that out! Davis, help me get this 
thing off him."' Eubank waited for his eyes 
to adjust to the dark again. He tried to lift 
the bamboo device but couldn't get 
enough leverage. All he wanted to do was 
get rid of the goddamn thing. ‘‘Davis!"’ He 
turned to look at his men. He could hardly 
see them, dark, frozen shadows, silent 
statues with guns. Warren, Havermeyer, 
Davis. They were standing completely still 
except that their heads turned up and 
down, side to side, like nervous deer. 
Their concentration was absolute, more 
intense than it had ever been in their 
young lives; they studied each foot of 
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ground, each branch overhead. They saw 
that ‘‘thing’’ on Dietrich, and they were 
paralyzed with fear. 

Davis cleared his throat. “Yes, sir. I'll 
work my way over.’ What he wanted to 
say was ‘Fuck you, Chief. | ain't takin’ one 
step.’ 


Ten minutes had been required for Eu- 
bank and Squad Three to move east a dis- 
tance of twenty-five yards from the spot 
where Dietrich had been killed by the boo- 
by trap. To Eubank those minutes had 
seemed dangerously long; he'd been 
forced to slow his men down, to tread 
carefully forward using the flashlights to 
search every foot of ground. Exposed to 
fire, afraid of every step, unable to react 
quickly and according to procedure, un- 
able even to retreat with reasonable safe- 
ty—Eubank perceived all these horrors 
within seconds of Dietrich's death. And 
when they'd pulled the bamboo device 
from Dietrich’s chest, everyone gagging 
as a jet of blood shot up from a two-inch 
hole in the flesh, Eubank had perceived 
something else: that somebody wanted it 
that way, that somebody had planted that 
booby trap knowing exactly the strategic 
and psychological results. 

Eubank had then been seized by a 
nightmare vision of a swarming, alien en- 
emy, something from a war he'd never 
experienced. Vietnam. Eubank's mind 
threatened to run away from him, swept 


along by a terrifying rush of adrenaline. 
What was he thinking about? He was in 
Central Park, and he was a cop, and ma- 
niacs were loose. He grabbed reality, the 
policeman’s only world, and was awed by 
the tricks of the mind. 

Who was doing this to him? Who had 
the power? And the most frightening 
question for a policeman: did we find 
them, or were they waiting for us? An in- 
timation of danger settled permanently in- 
side his mind. 

He had decided to leave Dietrich’s body 
where it had fallen. Under the circum- 
stances, the body could not be carried 
out. After arrests were made, EMS per- 
sonnel could return for it. There was no 
other choice. 

Finally, after two minutes of conversa- 
tion, he’d pulled Havermeyer, Warren, 
and Davis into a tighter circle and con- 
vinced them that with caution they could 
work their way east toward Squad One 
and the Drive. 

Ten minutes and twenty-five yards later, 
Eubank and his men moved forward, 
drenched in sweat, tentative, disoriented, 
laboring under the constant and conta- 
gious intimation of danger. 

A loud bang startled Eubank, and he 
jerked his head up. The sky exploded into 
a strange and eerie sun, covering the 
trees, the men, the ground, in the unearth- 
ly glow of a phosphorus grenade. For 
long, terrifying seconds the men gaped 


upward, immobilized by the peculiar con- 
centration of shock. What was happening 
was so alien, so completely out of their 
realm of experience, that not even their in- 
stincts or their training permitted them to 
react. They stared stupidly into space and 
listened to.a whooshing sound cut through 
the air, faint, then louder, closing in. 

Boom. The trees ripped apart: a down- 
pour of leaves, branches, and earth 
slammed into the officers. They rolled to 
the ground, trying to bury themselves in 
the dirt. The awful whooshing began 
again. Boom. Havermeyer screamed and 
flung his arm out. The phosphorous glow 
faded, but in the last flickering light Eu- 
bank saw Havermeyer’s shaking hand, a 
finger gone, bones jutting through red 
flesh. 

Boom. The sound pounded into their 
ears, triggering one more surge of adren- 
aline, stealing their reason, destroying the 
last vestiges of their composure. Eubank 
shouted at his men to move. Davis and 
Warren crept forward, hugging the 
ground. Eubank grabbed Havermeyer 
and shoved him ahead. The booms 
stopped, and Eubank rose to his feet, or- 
dering his men to follow. 

“Hold your fire!” 

Silence. Havermeyer wheezed. A crin- 
kling of leaves, not close. They cocked 
their heads, listening for the sound. Noth- 
ing. 

Warren was shaking. Davis rubbed 


sweat from his eyes. Eubank had an odd 
thought. Why aren't we dead? 

He didn’t think about the answer. He po- 
sitioned the men behind him, and they 
took off east on the walk, bent over, boots 
scraping on the pavement. They rounded 
a corner at the intersection of two walks, 
and a dark form blocked their path, lurking 
in the shadows several yards ahead. 

Eubank waved the officers to stop fast, 
and everyone got down low, edging into 
the border of shrubs. They stared intently 
at the unmoving form, each man's finger 
curled snugly against a trigger. The black 
shape became a murderer, a monster, an 
animal, a rock, and, finally, when Eubank 
aimed a flashlight down the walk, a body. 

Davis groaned. ‘Oh, shit, that’s Mike.” 

“What?” 

‘Mike Levinson” 

They'd found Squad One. 


Seconds later a voice popped out of Eu- 
bank's walkie-talkie, surprising him, and 
he almost pulled the trigger on his M-16. 
It was Davis. 

“Chief, that’s us comin’, east your loca- 
tion. Didn't want you to drop on us.” 

Smart boy, Davis. “Roger, let's go.”’ 

He watched several dark shapes ap- 
proach on the walk, preceded by a flash- 
light beam. Eubank stepped out of the 
bushes so that the officers would see him. 
The light ran quickly over his face and was 
turned off. Davis moved close, keeping 
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low, followed by six uniformed patrolmen, 
in flak jackets, guns drawn. One of the 
men Eubank thought he recognized. He 
spoke quietly to him. 

“Is that you, Sergeant Giamone?”’ 

“Yes, sir.” 

“We've got some bad shit here.’’ Eu- 
bank pointed at the bodies. ‘They're 
DOA, three of them.” 

“Oh, no.” 

“Don't look at them. Take your men, 
carry the bodies out to the drive. If any- 
thing happens, don’t stop. We'll cover 
you.” 

The six patrolmen holstered their guns 
and lifted the corpses. Eubank and Davis 
squeezed into the bushes, making room 
for the officers to start back along the 
walk. The men struggled under the weight, 
trying to crouch down and move as fast 
as possible. Eubank let them get several 
yards ahead, waiting until their backs 
were just visible in the darkness. He felt 
Davis’s breath on his neck. 

“Let's go.” 

A smoke bomb flashed in the bushes on 
the opposite side of the walk. Eubank and 
Davis dropped to the pavement. A green 
cloud spilled over their backs, enclosing 
them in a dark fog. Eubank saw flashes 
through the smoke, and two more devices 
exploded somewhere up ahead. He heard 
shouts. He rolled to his right, off the walk, 
and into the undergrowth. Davis followed, 
banging into his legs, unable to see. 
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There was a thump inside the cloud, 
and Eubank’s forty-five-year-old reflexes 
twitched like a teenager's. He grabbed 
Davis in a headlock, rolling, crawling, 
scratching as fast and far into the bushes 
as possible before the grenade exploded, 
sending out a deadly rain of metal. 

Davis groaned and twisted in the tangle 
of arms and legs, but neither man was hit. 
Boom, and they heard the trees tear apart. 
Another boom, this time farther away, 
east. Eubank swiveled his head around. 
East? No, he wasn’t sure. He'd lost his di- 
rection in the smoke. Boom. Closer, dirt 
pelted their faces. They had to move or 
die. 

Eubank shouted at Davis. ‘Grab my 
shirt.”” Eubank jumped to his feet, running 
low, blindly searching in the fog, banging 
into trees. Davis clutched a fistful of cloth, 
desperately trying to keep from becoming 
separated. 

Suddenly they were out of the smoke. 
Davis let go of the shirt, and they both fell 
to the ground, exhausted, choking for air 

He raised the walkie-talkie back to his 
lips. ‘Eubank to Command, K.”’ 

There was a long pause, probably be- 
cause of the mess going down on the East 
Drive. Finally Curran answered. ‘‘Chief, 
what's your location? We've got prob- 
lems. K.”’ 

No kidding. Eubank almost laughed. 
“We're cut off in here. Now listen, is that 
highway safety man there?”’ 
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“Roger."’ 

“Is there a tunnel or bridge just south 
of the seven-nine transverse, the cross to 
the East Drive?” 

The response was immediate. ‘‘Nega- 
tive.” 

“Stand by.’ Eubank lowered the walk- 
ie-talkie. Curran tried to say something 
through the static, and Eubank squelched 
the sound. He turned to Davis. ‘‘We need 
cover.”’ 

“We need the fuckin’ marines."’ Davis 
didn't look away from Eubank’s hard 
stare. 

Eubank made the decision. “We'll de- 
tour west about fifty yards, paralleling the 
wire here, and then cut north till we get to 
the road. If we don't find anyone, we can 
dome down to the boathouse and assist 
the RMP cars."’ Davis coughed. Eubank 
added, ‘‘And get the hell out of here.” 

The shooting seemed to subside; a few 
isolated pops continued and _ finally 
stopped. The drone of sirens persisted. 
Eubank jumped up and darted into the 
dense forest of willows and elms. Davis 
followed, both men keeping the long roll 
of wire on their left, using it as a guide 
through the undergrowth. The air was hu- 
mid and cool, smelling of sap and leaves. 
As they pushed farther into the Ramble, 
the landscape became dark and impen- 
etrable. They were forced to slow down, 
switching the flashlight on and off, always 
watching the ground in front of them, un- 
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able to forget a sudden and indelible im- 
age, a mental photograph of flying yellow 
spears and Dietrich’s gurgling death rat- 
tle. 

They passed within yards of the lake, 
where it curved along the peninsula, and 
Eubank turned north. 

A shot snapped through the quiet air. 
Davis cried out, collapsing to the ground. 
A jolt of adrenaline pounded Eubank’s 
heart for the tenth time in the last half hour, 
and he dropped down in the blackness, 
falling next to Davis's prone form. He wait- 
ed for the explosions, the whistling bullets, 
the chunk of metal that would finally slam 
into his head, murdering him. 

But nothing came. The only sound was 
Davis's groaning. Eubank groped for the 
flashlight, keeping the beam tight to the 
grass, and watched Davis writhe around. 
He was doubled over, clutching his leg, a 
bloody hole in the top of his boot. Eubank 
moved the beam down Davis's leg until 
the circle of light rested on a small dug- 
out section of ground. Inside, a bullet cas- 
ing pointed up from a sleeve of bamboo, 
the bottom of the cartridge pressing down 
on the tip of a nail. The bullet, of course, 
was gone. Eubank marveled at this simple 
booby trap. What a cheap way to hurt 
somebody! 

Davis emitted a hiss of profanity. ‘‘Help 
me, Chief.”’ 

Eubank returned the light to Davis's leg. 
The bullet had shot clean through boot 


and foot. Davis was just now starting to 
bleed. 

He helped Davis stand up, taking Da- 
vis's M-16 and slipping it over his shoul- 
der with his own. Davis tried to put weight 
on his foot, but his leg buckled, and he 
wiped tears from his eyes. Eubank whis- 
pered to him. 

“Lean against this tree, Davis. Put your 
arm out."” 

“Oh God, Chief. What is that?’’ The 
voice was a whimper. 

Eubank jerked up. Davis's face was 
white. His eyes were fixed on the terrible 
wound, his mind tumbling through discov- 
ery, curiosity, surprise, and, finally, the 
first awful rush of pain. Eubank stood 
quickly, turning the light away, and caught 
Davis as he sagged down from the tree. 
He held the light in his free hand and with 
great caution danced the two of them be- 
tween the booby traps, retracing their 
steps east along the wire. 

The sirens had faded; the only sounds 
were their breathing and Davis's low 
moans each time a wave of pain rolled 
through his abdomen. Eubank peered into 
the darkness. Several yards ahead wisps 
of smoke still lingered in the bushes and 
trees; blurred flashes of red light from the 
emergency vehicles shone through the 
haze like the distant beacons of a light- 
house. Eubank turned back to Davis, 
whose eyes were rolled back in his head. 

“Davis, look at me.’’ Eubank grabbed 
Davis's chin and wiggled his head. 
“We're gonna move fast now. Put your 
arm around me; we'll be out of here in two 
minutes. Stay with it.’’ 

Davis reached out for support, and they 
moved away from the trees. Davis 
groaned in pain, clutching Eubank, and 
hopped clumsily with the last vestiges of 
his strength. Eubank struggled onto a 
walkway that angled north and followed it, 
hoping to circle the smoke and find a clear 
path to the East Drive. They traveled ten 
feet and were blocked by another roll of 
concertina. 

Click. Eubank tensed. He knew it was 
the sound of an ammunition clip being 
locked into an automatic rifle. He stood 
absolutely still. There was breathing; not 
his, not Davis's, but very close, only feet 
beyond the wire. Eubank tried to see, 
wanted to see the men who would be his 
killers. Shapes and forms appeared and 
disappeared, floating like specters in the 
dark, murky air. Eubank thought he saw 
a wheel, an arm, the barrel of a gun. In 
an instant of sudden clarity, not unlike the 
moment of death, he understood what 
was happening: one by one, officers were 
being driven from the park; somehow 
someone knew he was still there. He 
stared across the wire. His mouth fell 
open. They've come back to get me. 

For the first time Eubank was afraid. A 
warm flash of panic tingled in his neck. He 
lunged away from the wire, pulling Davis 
into the clouds of smoke. The haze swirled 
around them, and they were covered in a 
green shroud. They stumbled blindly 


through invisible bushes and trees, Eu- 
bank flailing his arm against the fog, until 
their legs tangled and they fell hard to the 
pavement. 

Eubank gasped for air and scraped the 
ground with his fingers. He was lost, 
trapped, and then he saw the blurred out- 
lines of flashing lights, closer now, a short 
run through the smoke. -He rose to his 
knees. A breeze touched his neck. 

A soft motor hummed in his ear, and 
something crossed the walk behind him. 
It slithered into the smoke, brushing 
through long, whipping branches. It 
stopped, and the motor idled. Davis 
screamed. Someone revved the engine, 
and hot exhaust, a killer’s deadly breath, 
blew into Eubank's face. 

He jumped up, grabbed Davis's shirt 
collar, and dragged him like a dead fish, 
moving with a speed made possible only 
by fear. He ran hard for the flashing lights 
and lunged free of the swirling smoke. 

The thumping of his feet, the hysteria of 
his flight, made Eubank’s vision unsteady 
and incoherent. Angles and abstractions 
flew into his eyes; dull black corners, light 
glinting from shiny surfaces, a building, 
cars, spinning red balls, and crouching 
men with guns. Eubank pounded forward 
and collapsed on the East Drive. 

There were shouts and two medics hur- 
ried out from behind EMS 141. They 
placed Davis on a stretcher and loaded 
him into the ambulance. Two uniformed 
officers helped Eubank up from the road- 
way, and they moved into cover behind a 
line of patrol cars parked in front of the 
boathouse. 

Eubank was hyperventilating. He 
rubbed sweat from his face and forced his 
breathing to slow down. Sergeant Gia- 
mone leaned over him and took Davis's 
M-16. Eubank turned around, sliding his 
own rifle into his hands, and faced the 
boathouse and the dark landscape be- 
yond. 

There were eight or nine RMP cars and 
EMS vehicles along the drive and maybe 
fifteen officers maintaining positions be- 
hind the cars. Truck One was parked on 
the drive above the Trefoil Arch, the short 
tunnel that passed under the roadway. Eu- 
bank looked up at the truck and spoke to 
Giamone. His voice was a little shaky. 

“Is everybody out of the park, Ser- 
geant?”’ 

Giamone was confused. They were 
standing in Central Park. He studied Eu- 
bank. ‘'l think everybody's out, sir. It was 
a little hairy for a while.”’ 

“| know. Let's get back on Fifth Ave- 
nue.’’ Eubank closed his eyes, trying to 
make his mind work. ‘‘Tell the truck up 
there to turn those lamps on, and we'll fol- 
low him out on Seven-two Street.” 

“Yes, sir.”’ 

“Sergeant, call mobile command and 
tell them we're on our way in.” 

Giamone acknowledged with a wave. 

A blast of automatic rifle fire ripped into 
the line of cars. Glass shattered and tin- 
kled to the pavement. An officer fell, 
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clutching his legs. Bullets sprayed over 
the area and tore into the boathouse and 
the pay phones that stood in front of the 
building. Several officers began to return 
fire. 

Eubank slid down behind an RMP car. 
The snapping of the guns cleared his 
head, and he raised his M-16. He fired the 
entire clip into the wall of darkness beyond 
the trees, shooting at everyone, at no one, 
at a relentless and invisible enemy. 

Eubank edged forward, reached into 
the RMP car, and found the loudspeaker 
on the radio. His voice resounded over the 
shooting. He ordered the officers to start 
the cars and evacuate, then dropped the 
mike and jammed a fresh clip into his M- 
16. He returned to the rear of the car and 
continued firing west into the trees. An 
ESS officer scrambled up to the side of the 
car and shouted at Eubank. 

“Are you coming, sir?” 

Eubank lowered the M-16. “No, I'll cov- 
er you. Get moving.” 

Eubank ran to the front of the car and 
shouted down ihe line to hold fire. The 
shooting stopped. Several officers 
jumped into their vehicles and started the 
engines. A smoke bomb exploded in front 
of the boathouse, then another and an- 
other, in a series of bright flashes back 
along the roadway. The entire area was 
immediately swallowed by the billowing, 
multicolored clouds. 

Eubank heard squealing tires and saw 
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headlight beams poke through the smoke, 
heading south on the drive toward Seven- 
ty-second Street. Someone shouted a 
command, and there were two gunshots, 
service revolvers. 

Eubank ran a short distance along a 
walk, and the lights of Fifth Avenue ap- 
peared through the trees. He slowed, ex- 
hausted, listening to the weapons’ fire 
subside and finally stop. 

A thundering blast shook the ground. It 
was followed by another explosion, and 
debris showered down over him. Eubank 
fell and curled into a ball. There were no 
more explosions, but a steady crack of 
weapons’ fire opened up somewhere be- 
hind him on the East Drive. Eubank raised 
his head. He felt dizzy, but he was aware 
of blurred shapes moving through trees 
and pathways. He stood up and wobbled 
and saw officers fleeing toward the ave- 
nue, bright bursts of light going off around 
them like flashbulbs as they fired blindly 
into the darkness. Many of the men pulled 
wounded colleagues behind them, strug- 
gling forward, their single desperate pur- 
pose to escape death at the edge of 
Central Park. 

Eubank got up and took off toward the 
avenue. Bullets seemed to change direc- 
tion, slashing into the leaves above his 
head. He darted to his left and zigzagged 
along the edge of the small boat pond. A 
huge man loomed over him, and he 
ducked under the Hans Christian Ander- 
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sen statue. He circled the pool, stumbled 
momentarily, and regained his balance, 
his legs stretching out for the last yards to 
the park wall and the avenue. He laughed, 
triumphant, death cheated again. He saw 
the street and the sidewalk and lights and 
cars and buildings and a yellow forest of 
bamboo stakes rising inevitably toward 
his face, propelled by his own foot sinking 
down on the trigger end of a deadly ful- 
crum, a teeter-totter punji-stick trip board. 
Leaping up from the ground, this strange 
messenger of pain and death over- 
whelmed Eubank’s senses and precipitat- 
ed one final hallucination: an apparition 
lingered briefly before him, of desolate in- 
cinerated jungles, of soldiers, anonymous 
and condemned. And in the nightmare he 
screamed as tortured reflexes moved his 
arms slowly, so slowly, to deflect the 
sharp stakes slamming into his throat. 

Unfortunately, Chief Don Eubank, com- 
mander of emergency services, did not 
quite escape his invisible enemy. He 
passed out two feet short of the exact pe- 
rimeter of Central Park. 


Harris sat on a Yamaha at the south end 
of the mall. He looked north along the en- 
tire length of the tree-lined promenade. 
Tall branches became buildings on a dark 
and deserted avenue, extending before 
him like a parade route in a city that waited 
to celebrate the victors. 

Harris accelerated and moved slowly 


forward. A leaf fell on his shoulder, and he 
accepted the silent cheers of an imaginary 
and vindicating crowd. He laughed and 
drove faster, his flak jacket flapping in the 
breeze. He raced by the band shell and 
heard the ephemeral notes of some patri- 
otic anthem. 

The bike vaulted the curb at Seventy- 
second Street. Harris continued on, over 
the wide terrace and bounced down the 
stone steps to the fountain. He brought the 
bike to a spinning, twirling stop and faced 
the lake. 

He yelled. His body vibrated. He raised 
his arms in triumph to the glowing night 
sky. No one yelled back. The silence elec- 
trified his senses. 

Harris lowered his arms. He was in con- 
trol and out of control, and he loved it. He 
longed for this internal ride. He'd missed 
it, savored its recollection. He’d suffered 
patiently the years when, in isolated mo- 
ments, dreams and memories suddenly 
grasped for shape and form, always fall- 
ing short, always lingering on the edge of 
reality. Now, here, the waiting was over. 
It didn’t matter that this ecstasy was brief, 
that days, even hours later, he would be 
left empty, searching again for an elusive 
satisfaction, for a surge of fear and power. 

That's what it had always been, a need, 
sometimes latent and subdued, some- 
times pervasive and overpowering, and 
Harris had lived with it since a day when 
a whirling machine hovered over a burn- 
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ing forest and he’d jumped down out of 
the known world. 

Harris pounded the handlebars and 
jumped up and down on the seat. He 
rolled the bike to the edge of the huge, cir- 
cular fountain, removed his helmet, and 
plunged it into the pool of water. He 
splashed his face, letting the cool streams 
trickle down his chest under the sweat- 
soaked fatigues. He scrubbed away the 
black smears of night-fighter cosmetic. 
Exhaustion lurked behind his excitement, 
but he could not let it overtake his concen- 
tration. Even though his heart was beating 
a mile a minute, Harris took another am- 
phetamine. 

He hadn't expended that much of his ar- 
senal in defeating the assault force. Nev- 
ertheless, he'd made only a skeletal 
deployment of the bulk of his weapons. 
None of the stuff was doing him any good 
sitting underground in the supply dumps. 
The entire perimeter of the park was vul- 
nerable. Now that he didn’t have ground 
forces to contend with, he'd better spend 
the next three hours committing antiper- 
sonnel devices, like the claymores, to 
areas where they could be effective and 
provide security. 

He went west on foot toward the Bank 
Rock Bridge and the drive and made a 
quick search of the area. The long roll of 
concertina still extended across the road- 
way, and the disabled truck and patrol car 
remained where they had been aban- 


Our newest, boldest condom is 
designed especially for adventurous 
lovers. SuperStud™ has hundreds of 
raised pleasure studs that enable 
you to achieve the ultimate in sex- 
ual pleasure. 

The stimulation achieved from 
a SuperStud condom is intense. Ordi- 
nary condoms do not measure up. 


makes the whole affair as smooth as silk. 


Check CMO. 


SuperStud 


INTRODUCING THE STUDDED CONDOM THAT WILL 
GRIP MORE THAN THE IMAGINATION. 


Yet it is still thin enough to let you feel each other. And SK-70" lubrication 
Give her what she’s always wanted...Superstud. Stamford Hygienic 


($10 Min. on charges) Acct. * 


doned. Harris decided against crossing 
the drive until later, when it would be nec- 
essary to come close to the street and set 
up the claymores. He turned back into the 
Ramble and on his way to the bike discov- 
ered an M-16 lying in the bushes. 

He stood there and looked at it for sev- 
eral seconds. It had been along time since 
he'd held one in his hands. He was almost 
afraid to touch it, afraid of the memories 
that might come flooding back, and he re- 
alized that the way it was resting there, 
with a little blood on the handle, was an 
old dream and that the memories were 
coming anyway. An explosion shook the 
ground, and the gun dropped from some- 
one’s hand. Who was that yelling? No, he 
didn't want that to happen now, and he 
reached down quickly and grabbed the ri- 
fle, squeezed it hard, and the touch of the 
cold metal and plastic jolted Harris, and 
he came back from the dream. 

He put the M-16 over his shoulder next 
to the AK and retraced his steps to the dirt 
bike. He drove east through the Ramble, 
in the direction of the fire alarm station on 
the Seventy-ninth Street transverse. 

He was so startled by what appeared 
in front of the bike that he braked too 
quickly, stalled, and nearly tumbled over 
the handlebars. He jumped off, and the 
bike fell on its side. 

A body was stretched out in the grass. 
One of the booby traps, the rakelike ‘‘Ma- 
layan gate,"’ was on the ground next to the 
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dead man. 

“Oh, no.” Harris said it out loud. His 
voice was weak. He put his hands over his 
eyes. He couldn't look at the body. He 
started walking in a circle; his feet kicking 
through the wet leaves. He talked to him- 
self. 

Oh, shit, why did they have to leave him 
here? 

They've got to come back and get him. 

No, they can’t do that. 

Oh, shit. 

Harris stopped; the dead man was 
stretched out at this feet. He took one, 
quick nauseating glance at the body. Ev- 
ery ounce of exhilaration and excitement 
drained away from Harris. 

The dead man did not have the right 
face 


Harris squeezed the fence until it cut his 
hand. 

He could not stop seeing that face in the 
grass. It was the worst possible intrusion 
into Harris's parallel world, a world that he 
accepted, that he'd been operating in, 
pursuing an awesome reality. A world with 
no rules, with an incredible power to alter 
reality, creating shape and form, that rose 
up and truly existed; and on this night Har- 
ris had found them, had recognized their 
faces, saw them with their AK-47's, creep- 
ing in the night, swarming over the walls, 
mysterious purveyors of terror and death. 
There was no mistake. 

The discovery of the body destroyed the 
illusion. There was no way to deny it: ithad 
the wrong face. 

No! Harris grabbed his head; blood ran 
into his eyes. He wanted to scream. He 
needed to face the unknown; to maintain 
that ephemeral world. He needed to con- 
front the inevitable, crushing fear. Be- 
cause fear could make you do a lot of 
things. Amazing things. 

Harris screamed, and his voice echoed 
over the reservoir. He waited for someone 
to retaliate. 

Harris felt sick, and bile rose in his 
throat. He sagged against the fence, dan- 
gling from the wire. He fell back on the 
bike, accelerated quickly, and circled the 
reservoir, crashing through the trees and 
bushes. He continued south and drove 
hard. His emotions receded with the land- 
scape. 

He passed Eighty-fifth, and the cool air 
relieved his nausea and he felt empty and 
dull. 

He crossed the park near the Delacorte 
Theater, hit the East Drive, and raced to- 
ward the lake. He was resigned to failure. 
He rationalized the attempt. 

He crossed Seventy-second, and his 
resolve returned. He wasn't going to quit. 

He shot past Rumsey Playground and 
the mall. The park was his. The potential 
was still there. The faces, the right faces, 
would return. And he would always find 
them. It was a priority game. 

He crossed the transverse. 

He was a soldier, and he was standing 
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